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Lusty Mom
At the age of nineteen, Marry was a young mother who was married and had a child. Even though she was 38 years old, her tits were still firm and rounded, and the valley that separated them was quite narrow. When she stood, they were full and angled upwards, with the nipples pointing in a downward direction. The hands of her husband were able to comfortably span her waist, which was relatively little. In addition, her ass was good and tight, perfectly rounded with silky smooth cheeks and a deep crack that drew lots of admiring stares at the beach. Her hips were curved, and they flowed into lovely long thighs and slender calves. Her ass was also nice and tight. She kept her chest devoid of pubic hair and adorned the undersides of the small bikinis she donned with swollen outside lips due to her preference for the sensation.
For quite some time, Marry had been entertaining the idea of luring her son, Bobby, who was in his teenage years. That is, ever since I happened to walk by his room one day and heard his groans as he was masturbating. She was well aware that she did not want any of that delectable meal to be thrown away. As a result of Marry's upbringing in an incestuous environment, which was a little secret that her husband had never discovered, she was aware that family sex was frequently the most satisfying.
Bobby's 18th birthday was the time when the opportunity presented itself. She was aware that Bobby was dissatisfied since her husband, Dan, was required to be away on business for the entire week. If she were successful with her strategy, he would not remain dissatisfied for very long.
In light of the fact that her alarm was malfunctioning, she informed Bobby on Sunday night that he would be the one who would have to wake her up each morning. In spite of the fact that it would require him to enter her bedroom and give her a shoulder shake, she insisted that he must ensure that she was awake.
Monday morning marked the beginning of the seduction. The long process that she had planned, which she believed would reach its conclusion in many ways on Thursday, which was Bobby's birthday, was the one that she had planned. Every Sunday night, Marry slept naked, like she always does. It was evident that she was naked because the satin sheets were there when Bobby had to come in on Monday to wake her up. After pausing for a few periods, Bobby turned his attention to his mother, who was dozing off behind the thin covers. The physique of a woman who was 38 years old appeared to be firm, and her enormous breasts, which were plainly visible under the satin, appeared to be as perky as a woman who was several years younger. Marry's head of blonde hair, which was all over the pillow, framed her attractive, angelic face. Bobby quickly became aware that he was becoming more upright as he continued to look, and he averted his eyes with a sense of remorse as he shook his mother's shoulder in an attempt to wake her up. A smile appeared on Marry's face as she opened her eyes and looked at him. Mary was not actually sleeping. During the little moment that she was able to catch a glance at his genitalia, she was delighted to notice the marginal protuberance that showed his intoxication.
"Thanks, honey," she mumbled to herself. "I might have slept all day."
As Bobby stutteringly responded, "No problem, Mom," he continued to feel bad. Shortly after, he exited the room.
When Marry thought to herself, "This is going to be easy," she murmured to herself.
Upon Bobby's arrival the following morning, Marry made certain that the sheets were arranged in a manner that was both tight and tangled around her. The supple satin wrapped around her young body in such a way that it highlighted each curve. She may have been lying entirely naked if she had been lying there. Before he woke her up, Bobby paused for an even longer period of time, taking in her beauty. Marry was able to hear him rushing into the restroom as he left the room this time. He was upright by the time he left the room. She sneaked out of bed and made her way to the door of the bathroom in a systematic manner. She positioned her ear quite close to the entrance of the house and listened intently to what Bobby was doing inside. Bobby's groans as he masturbated himself to have an orgasmic experience in a short period of time were a reward for Marry. Having the knowledge that it was her body that had caused her own son to jack off gave her a sense of personal power. Despite the fact that she continued to bemoan the waste of the day, she was aware that it would not be too much longer until she, and not the toilet bowl, would be the recipient of his creamy spurts. She had no idea whether or not she would be able to hold out until Thursday.
On Wednesday morning, the sheets were still in the same tangle, but Marry had purposefully left one breast exposed. Bobby did not know what to do; she could hear him gulping as he stared at the rosy nipple, which protruded a good half inch from her pillowy breast tissue. She was at a loss for words. Prior to shaking her shoulder, he made an effort to draw the blankets over her tit, and his cock was so firm that it caused her pain. The young man's cock was so hard that it hurt. Those were not acceptable to marry at all. As he attempted to do so, she made a tiny movement that allowed the second breast to become visible. At this point, she was lying on her back, and from her slender waist upwards, she was almost completely naked.
As Bobby made his way back to the door, he attempted to knock loudly in the hopes of rousing her from her sleep without being directly next to the bed. In his opinion, she would be grateful for the opportunity to conceal the truth. However, this did not work because Mary was not actually asleep at the time. The obedient young man was aware that he was obligated to wake her up since she had emphasized how vital it was for her to be roused from her sleep. When she stretched, his face became even redder, and his palm briefly grazed across her breast. His face was red as he shook her shoulder, and it became even redder when she stretched. Like a cat that has been scalded, he retreated. However, she did not appear to be awake at all, so he gave her another shake. He watched as her breasts gently rolled over as he gave her a more vigorous shake. For the young boy, that was an incredible sight, and he came very close to coming at the moment for it.
A second time, Marry stretched her muscles and feigned to come. "Oh, Bobby, you wouldn't believe the dream I was having," she replied in a husky tone. "Why, Bobby, what's wrong? You're red as a beat."
"Um, um."
As Marry pretended not to realize that she was naked, she asked Bobby, "What, Bobby? What is it?"
"Um, your b-b-breasts, Mom."
Marry lowered her gaze and pretended to be surprised. "Oh, sorry, Bobby. I guess I was all tangled up while dreaming. I have the most erotic dreams when your father is away."
Bobby shrieked aloud, "Mom!"
"Sorry again, Bobby; I'm still half asleep."
Bobby hurriedly exited the room, and Marry heard the door to the bathroom close in a rush shortly after. This time, she did not have to snoop about; she was confident that she was aware of all that was going on inside. "As a matter of fact," she reflected to herself, "he is not the only one who requires a certain amount of relief."
As soon as she saw that Bobby had left her door slightly ajar, she made the decision to wait and see whether he returned for a cursory inspection. As she extended her long, nude body out in front of her, she arched her back like a cat and hurled the covers on the floor. The first thing she did was begin to softly arouse her, beginning with her creamy and soft breasts. With each palm, Marry applied a solid pressure to her titflesh, causing the nipples to protrude even further than they normally would have. The notion that she had was, "At least three quarters of an inch."
Taking her time, she slowly eased her right hand down over her stomach while simultaneously keeping the other hand working on her swollen mummeries. She began by lightly patting her smooth stomach, and as she did so, she gradually lowered her palm over the shaved mound until she could cup her moist cunt. She moved her feet apart, allowing a clear view to be seen between her legs. She proceeded to slowly slide a finger into and out of her wet pussy after performing so. When she looked down, her left hand discovered her clitoris instead of her breasts. Almost immediately, she had three fingers from her right hand inside her gaping slit while her left hand gently caressed her love button. This was all happening simultaneously. While she was doing so, she briefly put Bobby to the side and dipped her fingers as deeply as she could into her foamy cunt. Soon after, her hips began to thrash around on the bed as her climax was getting closer and closer. Her hips seemed to be moving with their own minds. She began to groan loudly, and her left hand became hazy as it massaged her extended clitoral region. She also began to shake her head.
When Bobby was done using the restroom, his mother was surprised to see how quickly he had finished. His remorse would not allow him to get away with it. "That's my very own mother," he pondered. "How can I come while thinking about my mom?”?
He was on his way back to his room, intent on regaining control of himself, when he discovered that Marry's room was just around the corner. The realization dawned on him that he had not completely shut the door, and he sneaked a peek inside as he passed by. What he saw caused him to come to a complete and utter halt. The naked body of his mother was spread out on the bed in a splayed position. Additionally, she was working hard with both hands on her open cunt. She was doing this with both hands. Bobby was unable to control his behavior. He removed his cock from his boxer shorts and began to stroke it in a circular motion from the top to the bottom with care. His hand moved at an ever-increasing rate as his mother became more vociferous about the subject.
"OOH, AAH!" she yelled out in surprise. She sneaked a short glance at the doorway and noticed that her hand was not the only one that was blurry. "Oh, it's going to come; my cunt is going to come so fucking hard!" she exclaimed. When Bobby's hand was moving so quickly on his cock, it appeared as though it was moving in every direction at the same time. By the time she saw the size of his erect organ and realized that he was pulling away from staring at her, she had reached her breaking point. Her entire body began to tremble, from the tips of her eyebrows to her ankles, as a tremendous orgasmic force shook her constitution. Her hair was flailing as she swung her head from side to side. Her irrational desires for her desired object prevailed over all logic and propelled her towards the exhilarating pinnacle she so desperately sought. Both of her hands were moving in tandem at this point when she reached it.
Not only was she experiencing ecstasy, but she was not the only one. This happened only a few seconds after Bobby's lovely mother exploded in an orgasmic fit. It was necessary for him to pull his t-shirt down over his cock in order to grab all of the jism that was coming out of the end. He was on the verge of collapsing to the ground as his knees buckled before him.
When Marry finally managed to calm herself, the entryway was completely vacant. She pondered, "I believe that everything is in order for tomorrow." A brief aftershock struck her as she was thinking about it.
Later that day, when Marry awoke and climbed out of bed, Bobby was no longer there. It was one o'clock in the morning when she began to feel concerned because she had stayed up fairly late waiting for him to return home. She was curious and asked herself, "Did I push too fast?" "Maybe he's afraid to come home."
She came to the conclusion that there was nothing she could do about it at this point, and she went to bed. She would move forward with the fourth component of her plan if he returned home. If she did not find him, she would apologize and then, regrettably, forget about the entire situation.
This left Bobby bewildered. He remained outside until after 2:00 o'clock and then snuck back into his bed in order to avoid his mother waking up. The feeling of shame that he was experiencing was real, and he was at a loss for what to do. It was a half hour after the time that he was due to wake Marry that he decided to wake up himself. The following morning, he slept through his alarm, which meant that he woke up himself. Just before he threw on his housecoat and dashed down the hallway, he momentarily forgot about the events that had transpired throughout the day. After realizing that knocking would not accomplish anything, he rushed into his mother's room and came to a complete and utter halt. No, she was not present. To his credit, he was unable to see her. Marry was hiding in the toilet of her private apartment because she was under the impression that her son would not wake her up. As she emerged from behind him, she observed him staring around the room in a bewildered manner. When she realized that "he did come in!” she felt an immediate improvement in her mood. Her greatest concern was that she would irreparably damage their connection. As soon as she awoke and discovered that he had not yet arrived, she made the decision to abandon her efforts to seduce him.
There was a problem with the fact that she was completely naked, and it would not be long until her son turned around and saw her standing there. Should she take any action? Bobby gently turned around and saw his mother standing there in all of her opulent splendor, which quickly altered the decision that he had been considering. As soon as he saw his mother standing in front of him, the events that had occurred the day before came flooding back to him suddenly, and he became completely frozen. However, not all of them became ice cold. His cock, which was nine inches in length, began to rise, and, in a very short amount of time, it was visible through the front of his housecoat. Exactly that was all the motivation that Marry required. She hurriedly crossed the room, her tits jiggling like bowls of jelly, and embraced her kid in a tight embrace. When Bobby felt her hand lock around his erection, he let out a cry. He could feel the heat from her heaving breasts through his gown, and he could feel her breasts heaving.
He questioned his mother, "Mom?"
Marry felt timid and hesitant to speak up just yet. Her fear sprang from the fact that everything may still go wrong. During the time that she was staring into his eyes, her hand began to travel up and down on his cock without her conscious consent. In a matter of seconds, his inquiring expression transformed into one that was filled with love and want. She felt confident that everything would be fine at this point.
"Happy Birthday, Bobby," she managed to find the words to say. "I hope you like your present, even though I didn’t have time to wrap it."
"Oh, Mom. I think this is the best present ever."
Marry felt a great sense of relief at this point, and she began to move her palm more quickly on his hard cock. "Doesn't it feel better when someone else does this for you? I have heard you do this for yourself, Bobby. I have heard your moans since you came. I've been so upset when I thought about all that sweetness going to waste."
"Oh, Mom, you're so right. Nothing could feel better."
"Oh, I think you might change your mind about that before this day is over," Marry said quietly, "but first I want to make you come this way."
Marry was holding Bobby's cock as they made their way to the king-sized bed. Then, she ripped off his dressing gown and put him on his back in a flat position. As he lay there, Bobby was at a loss for what to do. As she straddled his legs, his mother once again grabbed hold of his powerful cock. While her other hand was stealing towards her eager cunt, she began softly stimulating both of their organs with the use of her other hand.
Bobby was at a loss for exactly where to look. Although his mother's swollen breasts appeared to be mouthwatering, he had never before seen a shaved cunt in such close proximity. The plump outer lips, the blooming, dew-coated inner lips, and the rigid clitoris were all there for his eager gaze to appreciate. Every detail was laid out in front of him. Despite the fact that he made the decision to keep his gaze fixed on the captivating scene that unfolded between his mother's long, slender legs, he did not exclude the possibility of gently stroking her pillowy tits with his hands.
His mother sobbed, "Oh, Bobby, oh, that's good, Bobby," on hearing the news. Marry began to stroke more quickly and said, "Squeeze those tits hard. Tweak those nipples, son; it feels so good." "Come for mother; spurt your load, Bobby; spurt it."
Bobby believed that he had passed away and proceeded to heaven. Nearing the point of climax, his entire body began to spasm. "Milk it, Mom, milk that stiff cock."
As Marry listened to her son explain his desire, she broke down in tears. She was aware that he was close. Moreover, she was aware that she could not allow it to be wasted. Her head bobbed down, and she gazed directly into his eyes. She then took the end of his fuck organ and placed it between her lips, and she began to suck as hard as she possibly could.
Bobby was unable to accept the news. When he was with his own mother, she was giving him everything she had. She slurped, her cheeks rounding in as she did so, and he was startled to see her lips form an oval around his cock. He let out a scream, seized her hair, plunged himself deep into her throat, and then released the most significant burden he had ever carried in his young life. The depth to which she was able to take him astounded Marry as she swallowed quickly. As she adjusted her neck, she felt the forceful gushes descend, filling her stomach with creamy goodness. The quick push had caught her off guard, but she was able to adjust before it happened.
Bobby had the impression that he was going to arrive forever. There were other instances in which he spat spurts of jism into his mother's mouth while she was vacuuming. He shouted, "Oh fuck!" in shock. "Suck it all down for me, Mom. My cock is coming into your sweet, warm mouth. Suck me!"
It was true that Marry sucked and swallowed, but she was unable to keep everything down. During the time that she was staring intently into her son's eyes, her natural whites began to trickle down the sides of her face. The violent thrusts that he had been making eventually stopped, and he collapsed, releasing his grip on her long blonde hair. As she did so, she maintained a firm grip on his cock. As she mumbled to herself, "It still has some work to do," she continued. "The day is just beginning."
Marry inquired and asked, "How was that, Bobby?"
"Oh Mom! Un. Fucking. Believable."
While she was giggling, Marry licked her lips. "That was quite a load you had ready for your mom, young man. And I thought you were avoiding me."
"Never again, Mom. I thought you'd be ashamed of the way I felt about you, about your sexy body."
Upon promptly realizing his error, Marry expeditiously crushed his cock. "How about repaying your horny mom? I didn't come yet."
Bobby approached her gaping hole with his cock while inquiring, "Do you mean it, Mom?"
"Young man, you should not move so quickly," Marry cautioned. "My love tunnel may be ravenous for your hard fuck-meat, but first you need a little training in pleasing a woman."
Marry climbed up onto her son's body until her cunt was in the precise position where it could be seen by him. "Have you ever sucked a pussy, Bobby? Have you ever felt one gush of sweet juice all over your mouth?" she asked Bobby, secretly hoping that the answer would be contrary to her expectations. She wanted her son to share with her all of the most satisfying sexual experiences he had ever had.
"Never Mom. But I'd sure like to try."
"Then try Bobby. Stick out that tongue and shove it into my slot as far as it'll go. Use it like a little cock. Fuck your mother's cunt with that tongue."
With apprehension, Bobby inserted his tongue into his mouth. As he pushed his mother's gash closer to his mouth, he grasped her silky buttocks and brought them towards him. He raised his head slightly and buried his face into the precise orifice that had given him life. He thrust his tongue in and out of the opening like a cat would lick the cream from the bottom of a bowl.
Marry let out a scream. Marry let Bobby continue slurping and licking for a few more minutes, filling his face with her frothy cream. "You're a natural honey. Suck that cunt. Lick all around in there. Ooh, it feels so good, Bobby, so fucking good." "Now, Bobby, that little hard knob at the top of my cunt needs some attention. Can you find it with your tongue?"
Bobby nodded, unable to tear his face away from the space between her knees because he was so thrilled.
"OK son. Take that little bud in your mouth and suck on it like I sucked your cock a few minutes ago. Ooh, yes. Just like that! Suck it and flick your tongue across it at the same time."
Bobby's hands were becoming all slick as a result of his mother's secretions, and he was having a difficult time maintaining his grip on her trembling ass. In the course of his search for a more advantageous acquisition, his middle finger found its way to her brown rosebud. With a jerk, Marry appeared as though she had just been subjected to an electric shock. As he placed his finger inside the warm, buttery anus of his mother, he exclaimed, "Oh, Bobby, what was that? It felt so good!" He was overjoyed that he had discovered a way to make his mother happy. Marry began to bounce so vigorously that he had a hard time keeping his mouth in place. "Oh Bobby! Stick that finger in deep and fuck my ass with it. Ooh, I've never had a finger in my ass before, but I know I'll want it again now that you've shown me how good it can feel."
With a glow of pride, Bobby beamed. His determination to give his mother the best cuntlapping she had ever experienced in her life was stronger than it had ever been. After he had successfully pushed her love button into his mouth, he immediately started using his finger to manipulate her back into the room. After that, he brought the three fingers of his other hand together and placed them into the cuntal tube that went through her smooth skin. He pushed his lovely mother into a frenzy by using his hands more like pistons than anything else. The first thing he did was insert his right hand deeply into her cunt, and then he withdrew his hand as his left hand inserted his finger into her asshole. His lips maintained their wonderful touch on her engorged clitoral region while his hands sawed back and forth between her clitoral region.
"Ahhhh!" Marry shrieked in shock. "Oh my God, Bobby! My cunt, my fucking cunt. It's going to come. My fucking cunt is... is... it's coming... it's fucking coming." If Bobby's hands hadn't been buried deep in his mother's holes, he would never have been able to successfully keep his mouth on her pouring slit. As Marry entered an orgasmic state and started to tremble, she began to bounce her delectable posterior nearly a foot away from the bed's back.
"I wonder what it would be like to have my cock in her when she comes like that." Bobby thought to himself. It piqued his interest to be informed. After everything that had happened, his mother was not going to be able to deny him his most heartfelt request.
The convulsing pain that Marry had been experiencing for what seemed like an hour eventually began to relax as her orgasm began to diminish. As she struggled to keep her consciousness, her eyelids began to move uncontrollably. She murmured, "What a glorious come," which caused Bobby to smile just a little bit more.
"Oh Bobby. I bet your cock's as hard as a rock."
"Sure, Mom," Bobby responded with a confident tone, "just take a look at it."
"Oh, my Bobby, it's huge. It seems to have grown another inch longer. Is that because of me?" inquired the woman.
Bobby suffered from a sudden dryness in his throat, and all he could do was nod. The sight of his mother's cunt, which appeared to be pulsating with a life of its own, kept his eyes fixed on the object being viewed. He felt as though it was calling out to his cock. He slid his body up between his mother's legs in a slow and deliberate manner. At the moment when his cock was getting closer to her cunt, Marry took the decision to tease him in a playful manner.
"Bobby You're not planning anything else, are you? After all, we sucked each other off. Isn't that enough? You weren't planning to fuck your own mother, were you?"
For Marry, the look that Bobby had in his eyes was too much to bear. She was aware that she had never turned him down, yet he appeared unhappy. Evidently, he assumed that the fun had come to an end. Although Bobby did not speak, he continued to move his cock in a steady and deliberate manner toward the heaven that it desired. Marry's outer cunt lips would come into contact with the dripping head of his erect cock if he were to go even a millimeter closer. Suddenly, he was so close that it would be unthinkable. Jimmy came to a halt. The idea of coercing his mother into accepting his cock within the tube that had given birth to him was something he could never bring himself to do.
Marry experienced a quick bout of shame at witnessing his uncertainties. "Don't worry about it, Bobby," she said. "I want this as much as you do. I want you to use my cunt hole for its main purpose. I want to feel your hardness pushing inside me."
That was all Bobby needed to hear. Bobby grasped his mother's cunt with his cock without leaving her even a minute to reconsider. Nothing he could have ever imagined would have felt better. It was like it belonged in there and should never leave. Bobby whimpered and moved forward to hug his beloved mommy. "Oh Mommm. My cock is inside you, inside your cunt."
Marry smiled. Bobby's hesitation had completely vanished by the time a pleasant, warm, moist vagina encircled his cock. "I can feel it deep inside Bobby. Deep in your mother's heart. But is that all you want to do with it? It'll feel really good if you move it in and out a little."
"Are you sure, Mom? Sure that you want your own son to fuck you... to come in his mother's cunt?" Bobby determined that taunting could go both ways. His mom sounded excited to come again.
"Well, I already took your words into my mouth," sighed Marry. "My cunt is hungry for a taste too." Marry flexed her inner muscles. "Did you feel that, Bobby? Feel my horny hole begging for your jism?"
Bobby flexed too, and his cock brushed against the rippling walls of his mother's cuntal sheath. "OK, Mom, hold on, 'cause I'm going to fuck you till you drop."
Marry felt the emptiness as Bobby slowly removed his organ from hers. He brought it out until only the bulging tip was inside. As he lowered himself, he observed the cunt lips of his mother grasping the ridge of his cock directly behind his head. Just as slowly, he fucked his cock back in, pressing up so the top of his organ rubbed against Marry's erect clitoral area. Subsequently, he increased the speed slightly, and then even further, until he appeared to be propelling his cock in and out at an apparent velocity of one hundred miles per hour.
Marry was meeting every thrust with one of her own. Her hips were exerting extra effort to keep up with her energetic child, but she delighted in each moment. "Oh, you're so hard in there, Bobby, so hard and deep in my mother's fuck hole." As he descended, her posterior propelled itself from the bed, providing optimal stimulation and penetration for her inflexible clitoris. "Fuck that cunt hard, Bobby; fuck it as hard as you can. Make it come. Make your mother's horny love channel come all over that wonderful hard cock."
Hearing his mother talk like that drove Bobby on even more. He decided to see how she'd respond if he did the same. "Move that ass, Mom. Swivel those hips and take my mother's fucking cock deep inside. Use your cunt and make that cock spurt thick gobs of come." As Bobby talked, he knew his climax was soon approaching, but he wanted his mom to come first. "Come all over that cock, Mom. Coat my dick with your slippery girly-come just like you did my fingers."
Talking about how his mom had come previously gave Bobby an idea. He slid his hand down her smooth hips and sneaked it underneath her. The next time Marry dropped her ass, she felt his finger probing her anus. Bobby slammed his cock and his finger into his mother's two holes at the same moment, and she screamed. Not in suffering but with joy. "Oh God. Oh, Bobby, I'm coming. Your mother's cunt is coming hard. Fuck me, son; fuck both my holes. Ram that stiff pecker into my cunt. Ooooh, Bobby!"
Her rippling vagina seized Bobby's cock like a vice, pulling him deep within while she squirmed her ass all over the bed. Her rosebud asshole pulled on his finger just as tightly. Like an uncontrollable freight train, her orgasm came thundering in. Starting at her cunt and ass and spreading out till her whole body was engulfed by pleasure, Her limbs and legs were thrashing, her ass was humping, and her hair was flailing as she swung her head from side to side. All she could repeat was "Coming, coming, coming," over and over. Her eyes rolled back in their sockets, and she almost passed out from the intensity of the feelings brought on by the exquisite fucking her son was giving her. Never in her life had she been so out of control.
His mother's onrushing climax spurred Bobby's own. He started pouring his creamy cream into her convulsing cunt. He was concerned that his forceful thrusts might cause her harm, but his body had taken control and refused to restrain itself. Pounding into her like a jackhammer, Bobby's cock squirted again and again. Every spurt seemed to enhance the level of pleasure he was feeling until he believed the top of his head was going to come off. He felt like he couldn't breathe, and then he started gasping like a fish out of water. To further submerge himself in his mother's slick hole, he arched his back and poured what appeared to be a quart of water into her humping channel.
Even through the throes of her climax, Marry felt every thick spurt as it hit the walls of her closet, and she felt his come rushing her till she couldn't contain any more. She felt his passion leak out and ooze down the crevice of her ass until it met his pushing digit as she squirmed and humped. The creamy load covered Bobby's finger and found its way inside her ass. Even more awestruck, the thought of him peering into her posterior prompted her to arched her back and coax every last quiver from the most impressive comeback of her life thus far.
Once they had both spent themselves to the limit, they went limp nearly simultaneously. Bobby sank to the ground and rested his head on her plush breasts, his cock gradually expanding and erupting from her embrace. He was surprised that he had just raped his own mother and that she desired it even more than he did.
"Oh Mom! What a great birthday present!" he cried, embracing his mother passionately.
"Your birthday's only just begun, too." Marry said. This had felt too amazing to be a once-only occurrence, and his finger in her ass had raised all kinds of new possibilities in her wanton thoughts. "Let's go have breakfast; we need to build our strength back up after that amazing fuck."
Bobby sat up and started to put his robe on. "Let's not bother with clothes for now, son," Marry husked. "They'll just get in the way later."
Marry turned and wiggled her ass as she stepped out in front of her kid. She turned and waved him on, forcing her big breasts to sway. It was a magnificent sight, and Bobby felt she was correct about keeping naked. He hurried after her.
After a big meal, Marry was leaning over to fill the dishwasher when she felt Bobby watching her. With her cuntlips framed by her voluptuous legs and her rosebud asshole exposed to his fervent gaze, she was supine in that position. "I'll show him something I bet he's never seen before." Marry whispered to herself. "Let's see if he's ready for the next step." Marry started flexing her anal ring, making it wink at her son like an eye. Bobby gulped as he stared. His mother's cunt was alluring, but he also remembered how tight her anus had been when he put his finger inside it earlier. His cock began to rise, and he was forced to recline in his chair to avoid becoming entangled beneath the table.
Bobby quickly reddened. It was one thing to fuck his mother's cunt and mouth, but now he was getting wicked ideas about her ass. Marry recognized the confusion that was going through his thoughts and wanted to relieve his mind. "Bobby?" Her words brought him out of his trance. "Bobby, what made you stick your finger in my ass when we were upstairs just now?"
"I don't know, Mom; it just seemed like the thing to do. Was it wrong?"
"Oh no, Bobby. Nothing was wrong at all; I enjoyed it. In fact, it made me wonder:
"Wonder what, Mom?" Bobby asked hopefully. "Were they thinking the same thing?" he thought to himself.
"It prompted me to ponder the sensation of something more substantial residing within my genitalia." Marry believed she had read the situation well, and his cock-twitching in response proved her right.
Bobby continued the teasing, "How big do you think would fit?"
"Well, I don't know. Get the KY jelly from the bathroom, and we'll see what fits."
Bobby's cock bounced against his stomach as he hurried to the bathroom and back. He didn't dare think about what was going to happen next.
"Squirt some on your hand, lover, and lube me up good." Marry bent over the kitchen table, stretched her long legs, and gazed back over her shoulder.
Bobby continued to spread a substantial amount of the jelly onto his hand before beginning a massage on his mother's backside. After a few moments had passed, he began a gentle fucking motion with his finger. "That fits pretty easily, Mom; I think something bigger will go in."
"I think so too, honey." Marry passed him a banana from the table in front of her and added, "Try this now."
A banana wasn't quite what Bobby had in mind, but he decided to humor his sexy mother. He coated the yellow fruit with the slippery jelly and brought it up to his mother's side. Marry watched her son's face as he pushed the banana against her anal ring. She could almost read his mind. She was sure he was thinking, "If this goes in, my cock is next." And she was right. Bobby concentrated hard on easing the end of the banana into her ass. He didn't want it to hurt even a bit. They were both surprised at how slickly it slid into her buttery opening. There was a little pain, but Marry managed to hide the fact from her teenage son. She wanted his cock in there as badly as he did.
"I suppose my ass is loosened up now." She husked, "I bet your cock is super hard from witnessing it take the banana so easy. You'd love to slide your firm cock in there next, wouldn't you, Bobby?"
"You b-b-bet Mom." Bobby stammered. "If it's OK with you, I mean."
"It sure is lover; give me your man meat; give it to me right up my horny ass."
Marry splayed herself over the table and pulled her ass cheeks apart, lewdly spreading herself for her son. Bobby gulped and moved closer until his rigid cock was just touching the crinkle of her anus. Marry held her breath and exclaimed in shock as the knob of her son's hard cock began to press against her fiery ring. Bobby's eyes widened as he watched his mother's ass start to take him in. The ring stretched a little at a time, then suddenly gave way. His cock-knob invaded his mother's anus. He continued the slow pressure without pausing and soon had his entire pecker inserted through the tight opening.
"Oh Bobby, it's so amazing, so good to feel a hard cock up my ass. I never knew it would feel so fucking amazing." Marry started bucking on the table. "Stroke that ass now, Bobby; fuck that ass with your firm meat. "Invoke your mother to accompany you, and then inject your thick cream before requesting my return."
"You got it, Mom. I'm going to fuck this asshole of yours till the cows come home." The adolescent began to insert and remove his cock from his mother's tight crevice gradually. The heat from his mother's ass was incredible.
"Harder and deeper, honey, my ass won't break. Ride it like you rode my cunt earlier, Bobby. Give that shit-chute the fucking it deserves. Pound that meat into it."
Bobby couldn't believe how his mother was begging for more of his hard cock, but he didn't want to let her down. He grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them even further apart to give him easier access. Then he started thrusting his hips harder and with longer, faster strokes. "I'll make your ass good, Mom; I'll make you come good."
Marry loved the feeling of her son riding her ass. Why had she waited so long to take a cock this way? It was wonderful. She could practically feel him right up to her belly. Now that her son was holding her cheeks apart, she had her hands free. She extended her right hand towards her cunt and initiated a massage of her erected clitoral region. Additionally, she reached for her cunt with her left hand, inserting three fingers through the slippery aperture to tighten her ass in anticipation of her adolescent son. All too soon, she felt the rumblings of her approaching orgasm. "Oh god, Bobby, I can't help it. My ass and cunt are on fire. I'm going to come any second."
Bobby drew on his last reserves of energy and increased the speed and depth of his thrusts once more, sending his mother quickly over the edge. Marry screamed long and loud as her body shook with release. She began to flounder helplessly on the table, gasping for air as her young son repeatedly inserted his cock into her posterior. She squealed and cried out as the feelings overtook her and she lost all control.
Bobby kept up the steady pounding of her asshole as Marry lay almost comatose across the table. Suddenly, he shouted out. "Here it comes, Mom; here comes that thick cream you wanted. Here it comes right up your tight fucking ass." Bobby's cock began to proliferate blood profusely into the rear entrance of his mother's residence. "Take my spunk, Mom; take my spunk up into your bowels." Bobby howled with joy as he felt his cock let loose with squirt after squirt of his come.
Marry had thought she couldn't go any higher, but the thick spurts of her son's creamy load sent her to an even higher plane. With a scream that Bobby thought would bring the neighbors running, Marry came yet again, thrashing about like a woman possessed. And possessed she was. Her wanton lust for her young son has taken control of her. "Oh, god, Bobby. Why haven't we done this sooner? You're such a good fucker; I want to feel your hard cock in one of my holes very often. We'll have to be careful your dad doesn't find out, though."
"Oh, Mom. I'll keep all the secrets you want if it means we can do this again."
"Oh, we'll do it again. But not right now. Your mother is worn out right now and needs a little sleep. OK lover? Let’s go up to my room for a rest."
"OK Mom." Bobby thought he could probably go another round but decided to take long-term gain over short-term pain. Without even realizing he was tired, he too fell asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow in his parents bed.
A few hours later, Bobby woke up to find he was alone. He heard the shower running. The mere thought of his mother standing naked in the pouring water triggered another rise in his dick. He started to slowly stroke it, but then realized he didn't have to satisfy himself that way any more. Grabbing a towel, he went running for the bathroom.
Marry heard the door opening and peeked out. "Bobby, your father called a few minutes ago. He's on his way home from the airport. We have to get cleaned up so he won't know what's been going on."
Bobby was crestfallen. He had been hoping for at least one more fuck before his dad arrived. Marry took one look at his face and felt sorry for him. "If we hurry, we probably have time for me to give that cock a quick sucking. You'll have to come fast, though."
Bobby's dick started to rise again. "Oh, Mom, could we?"
Marry grinned at her answer. It had been too long since someone had looked at her with such lust and gratitude. "Sit down there on the toilet lid, and I'll give you a suck you'll long remember."
Bobby sat down and scooted his hips forward, giving his mother full access to his private parts. Marry sat before him, shoving a towel under her ass to keep it from the cold floor. She leaned forward and took the flared cock knob into her mouth, flicking the sensitive underside gently with her tongue.
"Oh fuck, Mom, that feels good. You really are a great little cocksucker."
Marry, for obvious reasons, couldn't reply. At least not with words. She looked her son straight in the eye and started bobbing her head up and down, taking just the top couple of inches every time. Marry loved the feel of the cock head most of all. It was so silky soft but felt powerful at the same time. When he arrived, she desired to have his knob resting on her tongue so she could fully appreciate the flavor of his creamy load. She knew she had to bring him off fast, so she decided to see if what worked for her also worked for him.
Marry pushed a finger into her cunt to get it lubricated, then sneaked it up to Bobby's rear end. Bobby was so delirious from the expert sucking he was getting from his big-titted mother that he didn't notice until he felt the slippery digit caressing his anus. "Mom?" he questioned, "what's going on?"
Marry answered with a quick shove. Her juice-coated finger found the opening and popped into his clasping asshole. "Mom! Oh Mom!" Bobby yelped.
From his reaction, Marry guessed it wouldn't take long now before he let loose, and she was ready. She continued to rapidly bob her head until the protruding head of her horny son's cock became apparent in her mouth. Pulling back until only the end was inside, she sucked mightily and was rewarded with a great gush of sweet taste. As before, Bobby attempted to thrust deeply, but Marry retreated, retaining only the spurting cock's knob in her suctioning mouth. She started to moan as she tasted his creamy delivery. Upon lowering her hand towards her cunt, she experienced a sweet release after merely rubbing her clitoral region a few times. Marry humped her ass as she came and was now squealing around her son's cock, causing him to gasp in amazement. "Oh, Mom, you're right. I won't forget this sucking any time soon."
As she removed the deflating cock from her mouth, Marry used her tongue to remove any remaining cock. "Mmm, neither," she whispered. "But quick now, get in the shower and get rinsed off. You're father will be home any second."
Bobby took a long, lingering gaze at his naked mother sprawled out on the floor, then tore his eyes away and jumped into the shower just as they heard the front door opening. Marry leapt up and sped off to the bedroom to get dressed and make the bed. She looked forward, for the first time, to her husband's next out-of-town trip.
Mothers Cry
I was in the final year of my secondary education, and the ceremony marking the completion of my studies was just a few weeks ahead. The weather was quite hot on that day in May, with temperatures reaching the upper 90s. Due to the lack of activity at school, my closest companion, Tommy, and I made the decision to absent ourselves from school and attend an adult film in the city. Prior to the advent of computers, the theater provided the comfort of air conditioning, albeit with a slight musty odor.
The film remains vivid in my memory, as if I had just viewed it yesterday, despite the passage of several years. We arrived at the conclusion, which was not really essential in terms of the storyline. An ample, mature woman was returning home during the late hours of the night. She entered her room undressed, exposing her alluring and curvaceous figure—a physique perfectly suited for sexual encounters. She donned a translucent white nightgown, revealing much of her figure, and entered a dimly lit chamber. The faint illumination exposed the slumbering form of a nude adolescent male.
The woman reclined on the bed while the youth, still asleep, proceeded to suck his genitals. As he became erect, she enveloped the tip with her mouth and started sucking with genuine enthusiasm. The scene evoked a sense of arousal within me, but it was the commencement of the discourse that truly captured my whole attention. The individual gradually regained consciousness and murmured, "Oh, mother..." I was in a state of anticipation. I presumed that you would never arrive.
She apologized, addressing him affectionately as "baby," and explained that she was unable to leave earlier. However, she assured him that she was now present to provide care and support. As he tried to remove her translucent white garment, she embraced his genitals once again.
I was astonished by what I heard. I had never witnessed a film that depicted incestuous content before, and I had never anticipated seeing the vividly portrayed fantasies that had lingered in the depths of my mind, now displayed in vibrant colors on a large twenty-foot screen. I observed with captivated fascination as a mother affectionately performed oral sex on her son. Her vocalizations indicated her arousal, and she appeared to genuinely enjoy the act. With a firm grip on the base of his lengthy penis, she rhythmically moved her head up and down. She admitted to him that she had fantasized about both sucking and having sex with his penis the entire night. She chuckled and remarked, "You know, you have turned your own mother into a promiscuous individual solely for the sake of this penis?"
The woman vigorously stimulated his penis until it became fully erect, and then she engaged in sexual intercourse with her son. The camera angle changed to show her buttocks, which were plump and rounded. His penis was repeatedly encircled by her vagina, and he inserted a finger into her anus from behind her. As she straddled him, I recognized the person on top as Molly, and she was on top of me.
I compelled Tommy to endure the entire event once more solely for the purpose of witnessing that particular segment again. Upon exiting, I inquired about his opinion, to which he responded, "It was satisfactory, although the portrayal of the mother-son relationship was peculiar. I personally cannot fathom engaging in sexual relations with my own mother, but I am open to the possibility with yours." We both found this amusing, and I playfully struck him on the arm.
Uncertain of his reaction, I felt an overwhelming need to share my thoughts with him. Tommy was the only person I deemed suitable for this conversation. I mustered the courage to express myself, stating, "Tommy, there are moments when I contemplate pursuing a similar endeavor."
"Bobby... Are you genuinely committed to this, my friend?"
"Indeed, I am earnest." Perhaps I am becoming delusional, but I observe her moving about the residence wearing a robe without a brassiere or trousers, and I discern the contours of her breasts and buttocks. She possesses an exquisite beauty. Although her breasts may not be as large as the mother's in the film, they are sufficiently ample. Furthermore, do you not agree that she possesses a greater degree of physical attractiveness? The user's text is empty.
"Your mother is attractive, however..." Are you genuinely considering engaging in sexual intercourse with her?" I refrained from responding verbally but instead conveyed my uncertainty through a combination of physical movement and facial expression, leaving him in a state of ambiguity. "However, I was confident.
Following the movie, I acknowledged to myself my true desires. For the following weeks, I remained on the periphery of my ordinary reality. The name of my mother is Molly, and I came across a source stating that in some languages it signifies illusion; this appeared fitting since I was beginning to encounter difficulty discerning illusion from reality.
In addition to my typical daydreams, I frequently pondered strategies for securing a role in the film with my mother. The reason for her inquiry about my peculiar demeanor must have been persistence. I perceive that I was observing her from a distinct perspective. I was unable to resist. She would be seated, engrossed in reading, while I envisioned approaching her and discreetly placing my hand inside her top. She would lean forward in the kitchen, and I could observe my reflection closely aligned with her buttocks from a distance. She put her finger on her lips, and her mouth then gently touched me.
Living alone, I contemplated entering her bedroom every night. For what purpose? I had a limited understanding. Ultimately, I made the decision that the present moment was opportune to embark on the endeavor I had in mind. Did I contemplate her desire for me? Had I contemplated whether she would permit me if she desired me? Did I contemplate the possibility that she would strike my head with a hammer? Absolutely not. Under no circumstances. I desired.
I rapped on her door, and she instructed me to enter. She emerged from her bathroom. She was wearing denim shorts and a white t-shirt—the same ones I had seen many times before, but they looked particularly alluring that evening. It appears like she accidentally spilled liquid on her shirt, since a small area was damp where she had applied water, and her delicate bra was visible through the fabric.
I was panting as I considered the potential foolishness of jeopardizing the positive aspects of my relationship with the person closest to me, but an overwhelming surge of longing overcame my rationality. My thinking was really sluggish and slow. I observed her countenance. The face was captivating and enduring, capable of holding one's attention for an extended period without causing fatigue. Her lips usually bore an enigmatic smile, revealing her intricate nature: a combination of benevolence, melancholy, and sensuality.
Rarely did I enter her bedroom, and she said, "Is there any issue, darling? I explicitly expressed my desire to engage in a conversation." I encountered a predicament. Merely being in her bedroom with her was causing fatigue to overcome me.
I stumbled through the conversation by inquiring about her preferred topic of discussion. I inquired, "Mother, do you believe that we exercise agency in selecting love, or does love exercise agency in selecting us?" She pondered for a moment and proceeded to discuss the various factors that can obscure our discernment regarding our preferred companions. Ultimately, she advised me to carefully contemplate any potential decisions before hastily committing to them.
Despite feeling mentally disoriented, I persisted without interruption until I reached my destination. I proceeded to inform her that Tommy had informed me about a movie he had watched in which a mother engages in a romantic relationship with her own son. I then posed the question, "Do you believe it is possible for them to experience love for each other, akin to that of romantic partners?"
She gave me an odd look and responded, "Well, I suppose..." Today, the realm of possibilities is boundless when two individuals get together. Although the exact interpretation of this statement remains uncertain, I personally chose to perceive it in a manner that aligned with my desires. I narrowed the distance between us. I encroached upon her personal boundaries and initiated physical contact by kissing her while simultaneously placing my hand over one of her breasts. She momentarily became immobile and then forcefully propelled me away. "What on earth are you doing?" Upon my silent stance, she reiterated her question with heightened volume: "What on earth are you engaged in?" The user's text is empty.
I was perplexed on two accounts: firstly, due to my lack of words, and secondly, because she had positioned her arms beneath her breasts, forcing them to protrude towards me. I encountered difficulty multitasking, namely in simultaneously engaging in visual observation and cognitive processing. I stuttered, "Apologies."
Her gaze possessed an intensity that could pierce even the toughest of materials. "I am indifferent to your apologies." I would like to acquire information regarding... She restrained herself and regained composure to some extent. "Please take a seat..." What is the purpose or meaning of this? The user's text is empty.
She repositioned the notebook, presumably the one she had been using for writing, closer to the wall. Then, we both took a seat on the edge of her bed. I conveyed the truth to her. Initially, I began watching the movie, and subsequently, I had a sudden realization as I articulated my thoughts. My desire for her extended beyond mere sexual gratification; it encompassed a multitude of emotions and connections. I expressed my uncertainty to my mother, stating, "Mom, I am unaware of the potential explanation for this situation." However, I have strong affection for you. I desired to express my affection for you in a manner that acknowledges the societal taboo that a son should not have sexual desires for his mother. However, when I gaze upon you, I cannot deny that such desires arise inside me. I yearn to engage in a passionate and intimate connection with you.
"Dear, it appears that you are currently experiencing a period of uncertainty and confusion, which is common at your age. I urge you to carefully consider the implications of your words, particularly in regards to engaging in inappropriate relations with your own mother. Instead, I encourage you to focus on finding a suitable romantic partner who is of a similar age. It would be best for us to put this matter behind us and move forward."
I unlawfully gained entry. "Mother, rest assured that I will not allow this matter to slip from my memory." I have engaged in relationships with younger females in the past, but currently, you occupy my thoughts consistently. I contemplate engaging in intimate relations with you. It aligns with my long-standing beliefs. and it will persist indefinitely. My apologies if I caused you distress. I will be silent henceforth. However, I am certain about one fact: it will persist.
She remained silent. She abruptly became silent and contemplative. Eventually, she appeared restless and departed. After a few periods of being alone, I stood up and departed. I observed the journal once again. The poetry she had been writing was accessible. I quickly skimmed through and noticed that there were numerous copies. As I perused the open page, a vivid depiction caught my attention: "My enigmatic paramour with eyes of astonishing luminosity." This prompted me to ponder... I possess dark tresses and irises of a lighter hue. The subsequent verse unequivocally conveyed: "His finger, adorned with a cherry-colored tip, is gently agitating my nipple." It is worth noting that my right forefinger bears a distinctive red birthmark. Indeed, I contemplated... Perhaps the subject pertains to me, but that does not necessarily imply that it pertains to her. However, on the other hand...
Subsequent to that incident, a sense of discomfort prevailed, and I experienced a feeling of alienation. Our relationship had always been intimate, but following that event, her demeanor underwent a noticeable change. Although she continued to address me affectionately as 'honey' and'sweetie', her physical contact and frequency of smiling noticeably diminished. I experienced a sensation of low temperature; I experienced a sense of solitude. My imaginative thoughts persisted; however, they took on a more sinister tone.
I envisioned my mother blindfolded and restrained on the bed, her legs spread apart, fully aware that she would be subjected to sexual intercourse imminently. I envisioned her as my subordinate, fully prepared to fulfill my desires at my discretion. I would instruct her to assume a kneeling position. I would position her in a way that allowed me access to both of her orifices. My penis would elongate her and penetrate her orifices with my substantial flesh. I was not considerate, and her sobs did not evoke any emotional response from me.
Typically, I am unable to sustain that imaginative scenario for an extended period due to the intrusive notion of Molly's voice pleading for me to cease my actions, despite the anticipated pleasure I associate with engaging in sexual intercourse with her. That would prompt me to change my approach; I desired to avoid my mother's pleading for me to cease. I desired her to implore me to continue, to persist in engaging in sexual intercourse with her, until she had experienced all conceivable delights—the delights of her son providing her with what she desired and craved.
Our relationship worsened, and we frequently clashed over little matters, causing both of us to be constantly tense. At last, my mother took the time to have a serious conversation with me. "Darling, this is unfavorable." We are both always experiencing upheaval. We must find a solution to this issue. I hold the belief that you are an exceptional offspring, and I harbor a deep affection for you. Oh deity... Pay heed to my words, my beloved. We are individuals with innate impulses and aspirations. I comprehend the situation you are currently experiencing. I am of the female gender, and it is within your knowledge... It has been a considerable period since I last engaged in a romantic or sexual relationship with a male individual. You possess an attractive appearance, and it is worth noting that women also experience strong desires. Regrettably, I must disclose that it may facilitate matters for you if you were privy to certain information. I have harbored erotic fantasies about you even prior to any verbal exchange. That is likely the aspect that disturbs me the most. Perhaps I am the catalyst for initiating all of this. Alas... I am currently devoid of knowledge, yet it is imperative that we refrain from...
Her complexion began to flush, and tears welled up. I approached her and embraced her. Upon realizing her identity as the woman depicted in the poem, I proceeded to affectionately kiss her face. Her response was to engage in a kiss with me. Our lips touched, and my mother's tongue entered my mouth. As we kissed, she emitted soft moans. I placed my hand in the space between her thighs, and she reciprocated by placing her hand in the corresponding area between mine. I was holding my mother's feline companion, and she was holding my rooster, but the interaction was brief. Mother abruptly disengaged with a nearly piercing exclamation of "NOOOO" and swiftly departed from the vicinity. Shortly thereafter, I perceived the sound of the front door forcefully closing.
I remained in anticipation of her arrival throughout the entire night. She arrived at 4 a.m. Her eyes were puffy due to excessive tears, and she appeared disoriented. Although I was aware that she abstained from alcohol, at difficult times, she had previously turned to medication. She had ingested a substantial quantity of medication.
I expressed my concern to my mother, stating, "Mom, I was feeling anxious..." How can you venture out alone at night? The user's text is empty.
"Darling..." Her speech was deliberate yet unhurried. "I apologize. I shall refrain from repeating such actions. I pledge to you, and you must pledge as well. It is one of the resolutions I have made. We cannot evade this situation. You are my offspring, and I am your maternal figure. Our paths shall remain intertwined indefinitely; thus, fleeing is not an option. Do you comprehend?"
I was in favor of any solution that would restore our well-being, so I responded, "Certainly, mother... I have strong affection for you, and I am completely accepting of any statement you make.
"Very well, my dear... I reciprocate your affection." She inhaled deeply and stated, "I have also concluded that it is imperative for us to comprehend this." "Please exercise caution and refrain from making hasty decisions that we may regret later," she said, her speech somewhat slurred. "Therefore, it is imperative that we proceed at a leisurely pace. I am afraid of losing you, Ricky. Your kiss was incredibly sweet. Perhaps, initially, we should limit our physical contact to holding each other and sharing kisses. If you are agreeable to this arrangement, it would be acceptable."
I was initially hesitant, but ultimately agreed. "I would be delighted, mother," I responded. The slight trembling of her lips and my own unease suggested that we were both a little nervous. However, after a few minutes, we resumed kissing passionately. My mother displayed excellent kissing skills, and we engaged in this activity for an extended period of time. While my hands caressed her back beneath her shirt, I refrained from touching her breasts. Eventually, her breathing became more rapid. Following that, she proceeded to rest her hand on my erect penis while placing it on my chest. Uncertain of her expectations, I nonetheless decided to remove it from my pants, as it was becoming increasingly strained.
Upon witnessing it, her eyes widened. "My goodness, it's substantial." The size appeared imposing even to me—thick and rigid, especially for my mother. She grasped it firmly and commenced a rhythmic motion along its length. She expressed the pleasurable sensation it provided upon contact. With my eyes shut, I presumed she had concluded her initial exploration when her hand released me. It was at that moment that I experienced the gentle, comforting moisture.
My mother was performing oral sex on me, using her warm lips, mouth, and tongue. However, she was having difficulty due to her bent-over position. The size of my penis made it uncomfortable for her to fully accommodate it, causing a noticeable bulge on one side of her cheek. She paused, removed my penis from her mouth, and stood back up, embracing me.
"I apologize, my dear... I had promised myself that I wouldn't engage in such behavior," my mother expressed remorse for causing me distress. I was overwhelmed with a desire to forcefully engage in sexual intercourse with her, penetrating her vagina with my penis and ejaculating inside. However, I maintained restraint; I was determined not to jeopardize the progress we had made. After kissing her, I expressed my admiration and unexpectedly uttered the perfect words for that particular moment.
I suggested to my mother that we pause at this point and go gradually. Considering the ample time we have ahead of us, I expressed my affection for her by stating, "I love you." Her relief was evident as she incessantly showered me with kisses.
That evening, we initiated the initial action. I had viewed a late film and my mother had retired to bed, but shortly after entering my room, my mother entered and stated, "Before we retire for the night, I simply wanted to..." She bestowed upon me an affectionate kiss and departed.
Several evenings later, she remarked, "I am retiring to bed, darling." Meet me later and bid me goodnight. In my thoughts, there was an implicit understanding: I would visit her bed that evening and engage in intimate relations with her. Upon arriving at her chamber, she was adorned in anticipation of a lover: fragrant, powdered, and donning her most alluring undergarments. Initially, neither of us exchanged words; we simply embraced. I refrained from touching her until she initiated contact with me. When she finally placed her hand upon my swiftly engorging phallus, I unfastened her brassiere. Her breasts were exquisitely contoured cones, displaying minimal signs of aging. They possessed a weightiness that rendered them even more substantial. I kissed and sucked upon them, relishing the erect nipples that responded to the playful movements of my tongue and teasing nibbles. She emitted a soft whimper, and I directed my gaze towards her northern regions, where my phallus yearned to be.
I touched my mother's abdomen and entered her thin pants. I could sense the moisture on my mother's genitals, and then I felt the smooth folds sliding in and out between my fingers. A finger covered in fluid easily entered my mother's vagina. "Ohhhh!" she exclaimed as I explored deeper inside her. I eagerly anticipated being intimate with her. Although she seemed physically aroused, her behavior indicated that she was not emotionally prepared to engage in sexual activity with her son. She engaged in oral sex with me instead, firmly grasping my penis and refusing to release it. She eagerly and persistently sucked me up with excitement.
The experience was incredibly stimulating and invigorating, prompting me to act without delay. While I had engaged in oral sexual activity with several other females in the past, I had never ejaculated into their mouths. Previously, this had not been a concern for me, but on that particular night, my sole desire was to release my semen into my mother's oral cavity. I longed for the sensation of my ejaculate on her tongue and lips. Despite my expectations, my mother did not withdraw when I began to ejaculate.
I ejaculated forcefully at the beginning, and when Molly continued to perform oral sex on me, it heightened my pleasure. I released semen into her mouth until she could no longer contain it, and I observed streams of semen flowing from her lips and chin onto her breasts. She struggled to catch her breath as the final spurts reached the back of her throat. She swallowed them and closed her eyes, resting her cheek on my penis and expressing affectionate words. She then professed her love for me and asked me to leave her room. This became our established routine and unspoken agreement: I was allowed to receive oral sex from her, but we did not engage in vaginal intercourse.
The situation continued for several weeks, and I had initially believed that the act of ejaculating into my mother's mouth would satisfy my desires. However, I found myself wanting more. I began expressing to her my intense desire for her genitalia, specifically her vagina. Night after night, I would touch and stimulate the entrance that I yearned to penetrate until my anticipation became unbearable. With a firm erection, I spread her resistant legs apart. Holding my penis in my hand, I approached her, but at the moment of insertion, I hesitated and stopped. My mother's chest heaved as she struggled to catch her breath, and then she reassured me by saying, "It's alright, my child. It's alright." I positioned the tip of my penis against her opening and proceeded to push. Although she remained silent, her vocalizations revealed a combination of delight and unease.
Gradually, I entered my mother's damp cavity. She expressed discomfort as her vagina expanded and became full with my penis. The constriction within her orifice was so intense that it resembled the forceful grip of a clenched fist around my phallus. My mother gave me permission, and I was astounded by how strongly she desired it. "Oh God, oh sweetheart..." You are causing this effect on me. "My offspring...within their mother...indeed...in that manner..." Subsequently, it appeared as though I was eavesdropping on her inner thoughts. "Oh my goodness, I am accomplishing it. I have my Ricky inside me." My infant is... The user expressed their displeasure and frustration by making a series of negative interjections, then pleading with them to stop what they were doing, and finally by making a series of exclamations that indicated joy or excitement.
I provided my mother with nearly the entire extent of my male reproductive organ, resulting in her emitting a loud vocal expression of pleasure. She grasped my arms and implored me to rotate. She positioned herself above me and firmly penetrated in order to have control over the depth of penetration. Her countenance contorted, revealing her tears. The extent of my mother's affection for the gift I presented to her was so profound that it evoked tears from her. I began experiencing a loss of control. The stimulus was overwhelming. Upon hearing my mother's passionate moans, I felt compelled to act. The ejaculate forcefully entered her vagina, likely inducing an orgasm as she began to stiffen up and vocalize in pleasure. Just when I believed the act was complete, she exerted pressure once again, causing a final powerful release of semen that sent a surge of tremendous sensation through my testicles and penis. My mother was sobbing while sitting on top of me. I had not comprehended the matter in any way. She vehemently exclaimed, "NO...NO...NO..."
She wept incessantly, regardless of my efforts or words. I empathized deeply with her distress. Despite my apology, she persistently asserted that it was not my responsibility. As I embraced her, she whispered, "Robert, I adore you, but these overwhelming cravings..." I was overwhelmed by a multitude of emotions. I had excessive desires. I was unable to restrain myself. However, it is not possible... This is simply impossible... A mother must not engage in sexual intercourse with her son. She is unable to. "She is unable to." She succumbed to tears once more.
My mother experienced a strong internal struggle between her longing and unease, which ultimately led to our reenacting a nearly identical situation later that night. At three o'clock, I noticed the sound of the television and discovered her reclining on the couch, gazing into the distance. I was seated next to her, and upon her realization of my presence, she expressed, "Oh, Robert, I apologize if my actions disturbed your sleep... I was unable to attain rest. Robert, regarding our previous actions—specifically, my own actions—I embraced her by placing my arm around her, and she responded by becoming completely relaxed in my embrace. "Robert, do you comprehend the immense difficulty of this situation?" I was aware of the immense difficulty of everything." “I’m filled with all these feelings for you... Your beauty is highly captivating to me. However, I must express my inability to resist the temptation. I conveyed my comprehension to her and maintained physical contact by placing my arm over her, providing comfort through tender caresses.
Within minutes and without words, she was kissing my chest and breathing hard. I couldn’t stop myself from grabbing for her breast and fondling it. She didn’t stop me. I caressed her tit and gripped the nipple between my fingers over the filmy material of her nightdress. Soon after, she was kissing my cock and whispering, “My baby, darling baby." Then I heard, "Oh, Ricky... It was so nice to me. Your lovely, huge cock. I want you, baby. Oh Quickly, she unbuttoned my pants, and the knob was in her mouth.
While she tormented the crown of my genitalia with her tongue and lips, her hand simultaneously oscillated up and down the shaft. She increased the amount of cock in her mouth before retreating when it reached her throat. She worked slowly to take as much as she could. As I manipulated her exposed pussy while reaching beneath the nylon between her legs, her moans intensified. I found the clitoral under the hood and was surprised. It felt so much bigger than I expected. I didn’t have that much experience, but I was sure the size of her nub wasn’t usual. As I fingered her, the cocksucking became louder and more animated. I said, “Oh mom... That feels so good. You're sucking me so good, mommy.”
My mother stopped and gave me an almost painful expression. "Please, darling, call me Molly. Just call me Molly.” I told her how good she felt and that I loved her. I called her Molly, and she took my cock back into her mouth.
I wanted her to feel good. I would have done anything. I tried to do everything. I forbade her from sucking from my warm mouth and pushed her back onto the couch. I went to her pussy with my mouth. I had never tasted her that way before, and she resisted at first. "No, baby, don't make me feel like that. It’s too much. Oh God, you shouldn’t.” In some way, I felt as if she was saying that she didn’t deserve to feel wonderful. I didn’t agree. and I wouldn’t stop.
I began stroking the enormous nub between my lips with my tongue. It was slippery and silky. I drove my tongue into all the corners where her folds attempted to cover the sensitive button. I pulled the fleshy protrusion into my mouth and sucked on it as if it were a gigantic nipple.
My mother was making it difficult because she had begun thrashing. I stayed with it even when she bucked and continued the pulling and pressure on the source of her pleasure and release. I could feel her thighs begin to vibrate as she intermittently closed them on my face. I kept sucking her. She began a siren sound I had never heard, and it continued building in intensity as she came. She shook and exhaled an almost mournful sigh as her orgasm ended.
I kept on sucking. She gripped my head and cried, “No, no, no, no more, baby. Too much." I knew I’d have to get past the super sensitivity she would feel after an orgasm to bring her off again. I went on sucking through her protests. Soon, she began to build again. It was faster and more intense than the prior time. She ascended to the summit and exclaimed in annoyance as she grabbed at my hair. She repeated, “Oh my God...oh my God.” When it was done, she stared at me, gently shaking her head from side to side. At her lips was a sweet grin, and at the corners of her eyes, once again, my mother’s tears.
We lived in a limbo of love, passion, and bewilderment for almost six months until Molly came to me and told me that we had to end. She had been chatting with a friend who had convinced her that the best way to come to terms with her predicament was to first cease having sex with me. She believed it would be easier if she were away from me for a bit.
Molly arranged a week’s vacation and left... It hurt to be without her. We spoke every night for hours, and that probably made it even worse. She added, “You know, Bobby, you’ll move on, which I know you should do, but still, it's going to be hard for me when you find someone else. I can only envision you engaging in sexual activity with a young woman, matrimonially wed, and subsequently abstain from any further physical contact. and…I can hardly tolerate it.”
"Molly,” I said, “that’s not what it’s like for me... I love you, and I can’t imagine anyone wanting you the way I do now. I want to be with you all the time. and you’re what I’m always going to want. You’re the one. You’re the lover I want to be with. You’re the wife I want to have every night. It’s your body, your mouth, and your pussy that I can’t do without.”
The next day, Molly came back home. The first thing she said to me was, “I don’t know any more now than I did before... and I don’t feel any better about what I’m doing, but I know that I can’t do without it. I need you too much.”
That would be the scene where I carry her in my arms to the bedroom or we rip each other’s clothes off and do it on the floor, but that wasn’t the way it happened. We kissed for a long time—sweet, unending languid kisses—until both of our bodies were covered with them. It took an hour until the last piece of clothing was off and everything that could be licked was. We walked into my mother’s bedroom.
Molly did something I didn’t expect. She coated her fingers with lubricant. She went on her knees and put one elbow on the bed. I studied her as she oiled the rosette between the rounded cheeks of her ass with her free hand as she reached back. She murmured, “I want this.”
At that moment, I wasn’t sure. Did she want me to ‘punish’ her for her desires and mine? Could I even fit into her that way? I soon had both answers. My cock was raging from all the foreplay, and I approached her from behind. She reached back and, with her slippery hand, coated my cock. I entered my mother’s ass with less exertion than I thought would be needed. My mother let out a long "Ohhhh" with the first entry, but she didn’t seem discomfited as the knob of my cock stretched her asshole open. When I passed the ring, it became easier for more of the shaft to travel into her narrow opening. It was tighter and hotter than being in her pussy, and I was surprised at how different the sensations were. I worked my cock deeper into my mother’s ass and eased into the stroking. It felt amazing.
As the hard rod made its way in and out, some of the grease gathered around my mother’s stretched pucker. I used my finger to spread it back. It felt good to touch the place where my cock was being held by my mother’s asshole. I reached down a little farther to massage her pussy as I pushed deeper into her ass. I took hold of my mother’s hips and began pumping harder. I felt as if we were joined in a new way, and I said, “You’re mine, aren’t you, mom?”
As I watched her distended hole take me in, it tightened around the width of my cock, and she answered with almost a cry, “Oh honey, I’ve always been yours.” I needed to hear more, and I begged, “Tell me, mom, tell me that nobody is going to have you but me.”
"Oh, my sweet baby... nobody... nobody... Your mother is just for you.”
As my cock went in and out of my mother’s ass, I grew persistent in my excitement. “Tell me, mom. Say the words. Tell me that you won’t let anybody fuck you again. Only me.” With each repetition, I sent my dick into my mother’s hole, harder and deeper each time.
The words came out with more air surrounding them because she was breathing harder. “I promise, love. I promise. Nobody is going to fuck me but you. all for you. my tongue and my pussy and my ass... all for you, sweetie... all for you.”
The friction was increasing to a burning intensity, and I didn’t want to think about what it was doing to her; I just wanted to keep pounding. At that point, something happened. The noises emanating from my mother were not the same. She had been noisy in the past, but this was different. It was guttural, from the back of her throat to the depths of her being. I was about to come, and she almost stopped me with her sounds until I realized that they stemmed from pleasure and not pain.
She said, “Oh God, I have to... I have to... Ohhhh, God... Bobby, don’t stop…in my ass…baby…baby…yes, yes…Ohhhh…” My mother was coming—really coming. I heard it, and I saw it. She was ejaculating. Cum was gushing from her pussy onto the bed. I couldn’t imagine what was occurring. I didn’t realize women could come like that. It was the most amazing event I had ever witnessed. I regained my stroke before I could even consider that I was about to come. I started blasting into my mother’s ass. In a manner analogous to its flow from her, cum emanated from me until the innermost chamber of her was completely filled.
When she finished coming, mom turned under me and gripped me in a strong embrace. "Oh, Bobby, that never happened to me before... At first, I thought I had to pee, and then, God, I started coming, and... did you see it? It came out of me, like a man. But that emotion... it felt so amazing, sweetie. Oh God, what are you doing to me, baby?”
“I’m just loving you, M. Molly." I said I love you, mom, , mom she kissed me so hard that it ached. a good hurt.
She responded, “Yes baby…yes…your mom…your mom.” I kissed the tear that glistened in the corner of my mother’s eye. It tasted wonderful.
Things changed for us after that night. Slowly, over time, Molly came to accept that, no matter how unconventional, we had the right to choose how we would live our lives. She was much more at peace with herself. Paradoxically, the direction we took was probably more conventional than not. We lived more like husband and wife than incestuous lovers. Mom sold real estate, and together we bought, fixed up, and re-sold properties. For five years, I came home at night, had dinner, and went to bed with my lover, who happened to be my mother.
Molly often told me that her day was often filled with thoughts of our nights. Although she remained shy about asking for things, she would call when we weren’t together and say something like, “I was fantasizing about being in the kitchen in my bra, pants, and an apron, and then someone came up behind me while I was cooking and..." Naturally, that night I’d find her in the kitchen, half undressed. There’s something about a woman in that area and in that condition that truly increases my temperature and just about everything else that can be raised. She’d generally end up leaning over the small table, and I’d take her doggy style, sliding into her pussy till we’d work ourselves up to a violent orgasm.
We made up games; Molly enjoyed “Invisible Bonds.” When it was my time, she would have me lie on my back, completely still and perfectly naked. I would have to pretend to be chained and motionless. She would then tease me until I urgently wanted to fuck her. She would use her tongue until my cock pointed to the ceiling. She would remain dressed while removing her genitalia in an attempt to persuade me to touch them. She knew how much I enjoyed playing with them, and she would hang them over me, letting them touch my thighs or chest as she sucked at my cock. She’d brush the nipples against my lips, waiting for me to suck them into my mouth and lose the game.
She virtually always ‘won’ because, after about five or ten minutes, I’d have to move and jump her body. If I grabbed her, I wasn’t meant to ‘get any’ but she always smiled as I attempted to slip my cock between her legs as she pretended to fight me off. Needless to say, we always ended up fucking.
We talked about everything, including things that couldn’t be. At approximately five in the morning, Molly woke up and was plainly fretful. She got up and looked at something in one of her drawers, and when she came back to bed, she seemed relieved. I asked her what it was about, and she told me she had dreamed she was pregnant, and she went to check that she hadn’t missed a pill. I informed her, “You know, mom... I fantasized a couple times about that. I pondered what it would be like to get you pregnant. I pictured your belly slowly swelling with my baby inside you.” I touched her flat stomach and moved up to her breasts. “I can just imagine these filled with milk.” Her tit filled my hand and had a lovely weight to it. After flicking the peak of her genitalia with my tongue, I placed it in my mouth. I squeezed it between my teeth, and my mother shrieked a little. I began licking one of her nipples as if I could extract the wonderful nectar. The nipple inflated with my attention. “Maybe I think about it because it would make you belong to me even more.”
“Oh honey… It makes me hot when you talk about it like that,” she continued, “but we don’t have to have a baby for me to be yours. I’m yours right now, love... I do belong to you. I’ll always belong to you.”
I kissed her eyes and told her, “I know, mom. I know.”
We were both ready. I slipped inside her pussy and held her with very little movement till she started squirming. As I began the long, even strokes into my mother’s pussy, she began musing in a faraway voice, “It’s so different when you’re in me this way, love. I feel at peace. The whole day slips away, and I can just drift into feeling every inch of you. pressing the lips of my vagina, stretching along my channel into my belly, filling me with your cock and with your love. and then when you’re in my...behind...the heat and pressure...it sends me nuts, and I come in that crazy manner."
She laughed and stretched her body up to meet mine. to swallow more of my cock into her pussy until I was in her up to the hilt so she could grind against me, trying to make contact with her big clitoral area. I took her as my lover when her man had to possess her. I took her as my wife when her husband had to please her. I took her as my mother when her son had her because neither of them could stop. As I released my cum into her, she was saying, "Yours, yours, baby, yours."
We made love and we had love, but love is not an exact science, and love hates order. Her name was Jenny Meadows, and she was a teacher I had in high school. She was interested in buying one of the houses we had for sale, and I didn’t know it was her until we met at the site. We talked on the phone a few times and met a few times, theoretically to discuss the house, but the talk ended up far afield.
Jenny detected something about my mother and me living together, and I didn’t dissuade her since I could see she was turned on by it. It finally came out when she asked me flat out, “Did you sleep with your mother?”
We traded confidence, and it turned out that Jenny had always been attracted to her younger brother, but nothing had ever materialized between them. Jenny was about eight years older than I was, and I could see her interest. I could feel mine too. Why would a person jeopardize a good thing? The cock wants...but why are we so stupid?
The last time we met in the empty house, we both knew what we were there for. It was isolated enough that even though the sun poured in through the curtain-less picture window, we felt safe doing what we did in front of it on the hardwood floor. Two coats were on our bed, and Jenny’s legs opened to welcome the cock she so badly wanted.
It soon became clear that it wasn’t my cock that Jenny so badly wanted; it was her brother’s. She called me “Donnie” about ten times. “Do it, Donnie. Do it.” Fucking is fucking, and it was far from bad, but still, I’d soon had enough of her instructions on what to call her (Sissy) and when to call her. (“Say it, say it...say it now, say it, say it...")
Finally, I tried to turn her over and acquire something I was used to having some satisfaction with. She wasn’t expecting it to go where it did. She shouted ‘bloody blue murder, and the farce was soon over. She never did end up buying the house.
I was never so thrilled that things didn’t work out, but I wasn’t proud of what I had just done. I just wanted to go home. I anticipated my mother being there, but she wasn’t. I contacted her mobile but couldn’t get through, and I left a message. I started to have a horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach. What if she had come by that house as Jenny and I? What if one of our employees?
I waited for two hours, and when the phone finally rang, it was mom. She’d been in an accident and was stuck in the hospital. She was okay, save for being shook up and some minor scratches and bruises.
The trip to the hospital to pick her up was dreadful. On and on it went, with her and me both present. I couldn't imagine feeling any worse. You can't appreciate what you have until it's gone, and the thought of losing everything made my heart race. I made her a cup of tea and put her to bed as soon as I brought her home. I stayed up all night watching her sleep. I was on the verge of tears when she woke up and smiled sweetly at me first thing in the morning.
All over, I kissed her tenderly. With my lips and tongue, I embraced her wholeheartedly. "Are you okay?" I inquired as I approached her little kitten. Are you requesting that I...?
With her words, "I always want you to," she urged me to lick her folds until I could taste the honey dripping from her. As blood began to flow into her clitoral area, it engorged. I put the big pointy end in my mouth and gave it a gentle lick with my tongue. A stunning image that I could only conjure up in my imagination emerged as her knees rose and parted. I could feel her growing enthusiasm as she ran her fingers through my hair. I painted the delicate spot with the tip of my tongue after circling it, and my mother whimpered in pain. As she was on the brink of an orgasmic experience, I could sense the reaction in her clitter. Although I desired for her to enter my mouth, I could feel hands pushing me upwards so that I could be inside of her. She instinctively grabbed two handfuls of my hair as I applied pressure to her clitoral area, the way she typically goes overboard. I could feel the tremors as her orgasm commenced; her hips flexed and she exclaimed, "Baby," with a deep sigh.
After that, I believed she would fall asleep, but my sucking her only increased her desire for more. She pushed me up onto her, and I straddled her. She placed my cock between her tits and moved the soft flesh around the shaft, so I could see the tips. I took my nipples and rolled them between my fingers as they grew. I slid my cock toward my mom's mouth, and she eagerly and lovingly accepted it. I watched as her tongue reached out of her mouth to massage the underside of my stiff column, and her lips caressed the knob with wet sucking noises. If I had stayed there for a few more seconds, I could have gone into her mouth, but I pulled back.
I embraced her and kissed her passionately, as if it were our first. I held her close, loving her with an intensity I never knew was possible. The sensation of her skin against mine was like silk, and I loved her more than I ever imagined possible. I entered her pussy not only to fuck her but also to join her. There was always a part of me that foresaw myself one day being within my mother's pussy, loving and consuming her in that manner. My cock fit her and filled her, and we were complete. She shared my feelings, saying, "No one will ever love me but you, Bobby. Nobody could. All for you, Bobby. Make me come the way you do, Bobby. Make Momma come."
She had told me what she wanted. I was on top of her every time she ejaculated. I yanked myself off of her, and the syrup from my mom's pussy made my cock glossy. As she flipped over, she nervously spread her palms over the beautiful round globes of her ass. I made sure she didn't have to wait. I managed to slide into her waiting, cramped space. My mother leaned in for a deep breath as she encouraged me. "Yes, love, like that, deep in my ass, yes." She looked to me with a charming smile that revealed her shock as I pierced the hot channel with downward thrusts. "Oh, darling, how could it possibly feel this wonderful? No matter how many times you fill my ass to the point where I feel like I can't take it any more, and then... I... yes, yes, baby... make me come... make momma come."
I held my mother's hips and unleashed my full cock on her until my balls made contact with her smooth, round flesh. After a few quick stokes, she started ejaculating. Although I had previously observed this, it continued to astonish me: my mother exclaiming, "Yes, baby!" while releasing her pussy cum. In an effort to enhance her pleasure derived from the sperm juice that cascaded down her fingers, I extended my hand to massage her wet pussy and clitoral region. I couldn't believe it regardless of how many times I managed to convince my mother to cum in that manner. Both of us were exhausted from buckling and heaving as I fucked her throughout the seemingly endless climax.
I had witnessed it on multiple occasions by that point, yet it still never failed to astound me: my mother's unbridled pleasure as she practically screamed, "Yes, baby, God yes." I leaned in to massage her wet clitoral region and pussy, hoping to stimulate her even more while also soaking my fingers in the cum fluid she was releasing. I couldn't believe it regardless of how many times I managed to convince my mother to cum in that manner. Until her ass was full of my thick come and we were both spent and drained, she heaved and bucked as I fucked her through the seemingly endless climax.
I felt a creeping terror take hold of me as we lay there. Should I have let her go? Imagine if she'd possessed... I was afraid to even speak those words. I seized her in a forceful grip because I knew that the only place I could find happiness was in bed with her. "My darling, never leave me again," I murmured to her. Stay forever.
She delicately responded, "I'm here, baby, with you... always," revealing her knowledge of my unspoken feelings. You and this are necessities for me. As I felt the first drop of my mother's loving tears, she smiled and placed a few delicate kisses on my cheeks, covering my member with her palm.
Hard Choice
For as long as I can remember, Madelyn was both a neighbor and a friend of my mom's. Nobody other than my mom could address her as Len or Lennie.
Madelyn was Chery's mother; Cherry and I were separated by six months. Just four doors down from my mom and Perry were Madelyn and Cherry, who lived there both before and after Perry moved out. Three weeks prior to my mother's due date, I was born unexpectedly at that house, and they were all there. Until the doctor arrived, my mom would tell me stories about how Madelyn kept us alive.
I started working as a corporate travel and convention consultant with Madelyn and Mom when I was fourteen years old. After we got the business up and running, they were constantly on the road, leaving Cherry and me alone for weeks at a time. While spending so much time together often results in "things," all that happened between us was the development of a strong friendship. There was hardly anyone else I ever had a serious conversation with outside of my mom and her.
My feelings for my mother had been building up over time and in response to certain events, and I now felt safe enough to share them with Cherry. There was only one full bathroom in the old house my mom and I lived in, and no one ever closed the door. Whenever one of us needed something while the other was in the shower, we would just knock and say, "Come in."
Although they did a good job of distorting views, the glass shower doors did little to stop people from getting ideas. I was familiar with the form, its curves, the darkness, and the light. It was not until I was older that it began to consume my thoughts constantly.
Whenever I imagined her as "Kerry," I could make her out to be someone other than my mother—someone I might look up to with desire, a woman I might kiss, or someone else entirely. I stopped using the deceit after a while. I could not fool myself; I wanted her because she was my mother.
Critical to my development as a person was the summer I spent at a camp as an employee. Mom and I were separated for a while. The clothing she wore on my first weekend back home is still fresh in my mind. It was knit and flaunted her amazing figure. For the first time, I was completely forthright with her. "Mom, that dress makes you look absolutely stunning; may I take your picture?"
"Certainly, my dear," she replied.
While I retrieved the camera, she sat cross-legged on the couch. She grinned, slid the dress up to her thighs, and exposed more cleavage. I was thrilled enough to ask, "Mom, could you pose...you know...sexy?"
With a smirk, she warned me, "Don't show this to all the boys now. This is only for you." I obviously agreed, but I did reveal it to one of the males, claiming it belonged to my aunt. For both of our entertainment, I made up elaborate tales about how she allowed me to touch her and posed for my pictures. My mother-related dreams were the driving force behind my decision to come here; therefore, I kept them in my wallet and looked at them often.
I did not tell Cherry the truth about my sexual desires for my mom until a few years later. It was unsettling, but not surprising, that her answer was accepting and compassionate, as usual. She stared at me in disbelief and replied, "Well, Willy, I guess you can't help the way you feel... I mean, I know that your mom goes out with men sometimes, but I always thought that she and my mom...you know."
She seemed completely insane to me. Have you heard of it? What the fuck was she even talking about when she brought up her mom and mine? “Listen, Willy, I don’t know anything for sure. Maybe it’s just my imagination," Cherry responded after noticing that the idea had never occurred to me.
Then I wanted to know, "Why would you say it then?"
"Well, the way they are with each other—you know, the way they look at each other—oh, it doesn't matter—it is whatever it is."
No small thing. It kept resonating in my mind. Everything moved out of the range of supposition shortly after that conversation, so clearly Cherry had far better intuition than I did.
The world went completely upside down just three months after I left the house. The distance between our previous house and my first job was too great, and I was having too much trouble controlling my sexual desires toward my mom to stay there. I still dropped by that day without warning.
Just as I was about to use my key, I heard Madelyn's voice, and I had no idea what was going on or what I was witnessing. I stood there staring at a woman hunched over the little table that often displayed pictures, and she said, "Don't you knock. Don't you call?" Therefore, I did. Her behind was exposed while she was bound.
When my startle reflex subsided, my only response was, "Mm...Mom?"
In order to have a better look at me, my mom cocked her head. "Oh God...Willy"
She called me that often, likely because she knew I would not like it, but Madelyn told me, "We'll see you're here. You might as well come in. This has more to do with you than you might think, Willy-Boy."
My mother was bound and hunched over a table the first time I saw her in a sexual position, but it wasn't the first time I'd seen her naked. She had a navy blue skirt that reached her thighs and her spread legs supported it, exposing her ass. She was also wearing her matching top. In the shadows cast by the heavy fabrics, her pale complexion seemed to sparkle.
According to Madelyn, "You know we've had lots of talks—your mom and me—about you and lots of things." I was confused about her statement, but I could not tear my gaze away from my mother's bare flesh. Madelyn held a riding crop that was relatively short. Asking, "Like what you see, Willy-Boy?" she placed it on top of my mom's derriere.
Saying, "Are you okay, mom?" I refrained from responding to her.
Her voice was noticeably quieter than usual as she whispered, "I'm okay, honey."
When my mom murmured "ohhh," Madelyn snapped at her with the crop across both globes and yelled out, "Shut up." His reaction was cold and unfeeling.
I started walking toward them while shouting, "Hey!" and saying, "I'll untie you, mom."
Making her way between us, Madelyn firmly stated, "Don't."
My mother's soft "No, baby, don't" helped me begin to comprehend.
As Madelyn swung the crop at my mother once more, she muttered, "I thought I told you to shut up." As my fascination grew, I watched in rapt attention as Madelyn used one hand to spread my mother's cheeks and the other to push a finger into the little aperture.
In response to my mom's groan and "Willy,” Madelyn dipped her lower lip and bit it. My mom started yelling even harder because of this.
With each phrase, Madelyn grew louder as she commanded, "Speak when you're spoken to." With a swift motion, she lifted the crop and struck the flesh, which now bore pink accents, with a snap of her wrist. This, as expected, caused my mother to raise her voice, which was precisely what Madelyn desired. As a result, Madelyn proceeded to strike her once more, as expected.
It revealed a side of my mom that I had barely glimpsed before. I had no idea what my feelings were about it. Both the want to defend her and the desire to fuck her surged through me as she stood there vulnerable and exposed. Madelyn made the decision; she glared at me and then shouted, "Come here, you drooling dog. You want to fuck your own mother, don't you? You want to be a real motherfucker, don't you?"
I went along with it since my mother was encouraging and Madelyn was entertaining. "Yes, ma'am, I do."
"The bitch told me you had a good-looking cock. Take it out."
My jeans were stuffed with hardened meat, which I struggled to remove by unzipping them. It was upright when I released it.
In addition, Madelyn chuckled. "Well, I suppose we already know your opinion on the matter, Willy-Boy; do you not?" She briefly glanced at my cock and followed up with, "The bitch was right; it is a nice cock...if cocks are your thing. I know the bitch likes them, so give her a taste, Willy-Boy."
I approached my mother across the table and positioned myself centimeters away from her mouth. "Please, Madelyn, I beg you, don't force me to suck his cock. He is my son. I'm begging you." She turned to face Madelyn.
My mother could have intervened at any moment; it was only when I learned about "safe words" that I realized this. At that moment, my only awareness was the presence of my mother's lovely mouth next to my member, and the possibility that she would suckle me washed over me. As Madelyn smacked her across the backside and yelled out, "Say 'ahhh,' bitch," my mom flinched and shut her eyes.
After sucking me, she moaned and wriggled about the table before sucking me again. I wish I had been paying attention then; otherwise, I would have noticed that her sucking behavior was more akin to that of a mother who desires nothing more than to have her son's cock sucked into her mouth than to that of a woman being coerced into doing so.
Strangeness reigned. The voice in my head kept asking if I was dreaming or fantasizing, and my mother's mouth was actualy where my cock was. Not I was being caressed by her lips and tongue as she stroked my shaft and cock.
Madelyn was intently observing, and despite her best efforts to conceal her enthusiasm, her voice revealed it. Madelyn could sense that I was getting near when my mother yelled, "Hold on, Willy-Boy, there's a pussy waiting for you." My mother was sucking wildly.
I slipped out from under my mother's lips and hid behind her. Because I was afraid I might be too quick to start fucking her, I massaged her ass before slipping my hand between her legs and exploring her pussy.
My desire to come was intense, so I was careful not to arrive too quickly. Anticipating my imminent return in the pussy of my mother would induce the most agonizing pleasure imaginable. Out of the thick heat came Madelyn's voice: "She's waiting, Willy. Your momma's waiting for her mother-fucker."
According to mom, "Oh my god, no..." I had already broken through the delicate entrance into my mother's forbidden recesses before she finished speaking. "Not inside me. Do not let him put his big cock in my pussy. Don't let him fuck me." She was prepared for the treacherous, damp terrain. I could feel her grasp tightening on my genitalia with each graceful stroke, which drew me in further and deeper.
After my thoughts became a whirlwind of confusion, the truth of my situation and actions finally settled in. I was a pussy within my mother's body. In certain cases, the concept is more valuable than the physical object itself. Not at that moment. No one can ever understand what it is like to be in her pussy. It was a magical feeling to have my mother's pussy wrapped around my cock, and the fact that it was my mother only made it better.
I offered my mother my entire membership, and she responded with a lengthy, drawn-out, and thickly breathy "Yes, God, yes." I gently stroked her neck and ran my hand over her clad breast as her head drooped. I desired to touch her bare flesh because I could sense her fullness. I raised her bra by reaching beneath her shirt. She arched her back as I caressed the silky, smooth flesh, and my hand filled with her tit. I massaged her long, rubbery nipple between my fingers as she made noises. Throughout it all, I persisted in inserting my member as deeply as it could into my mother's cat.
Madelyn cocked her head to look at my mom, and her whole demeanor transformed. "Do you like that, sweetheart?"
"Yes Lennie...yes."
"Does it feel good to have him in your pussy, baby?"
"Yes...yes."
"Say 'Thank you' to your Lennie."
"Thank you, Lennie. Thank you. Thank you."
The two of them kissed—deep, full, practiced kisses—as I went on rubbing the velvet lining of my mom's pussy. As I penetrated my mom, I imagined myself kissing her. I allowed her pussy to devour me as I closed my eyes. My mother's center became a mouth for my cock and my thoughts. With each incision, the sound of rushing water on pebbles could be heard.
I was stroking, grinding, and pushing until I was up against her ass, and the stimulus was simply too much—the screams she made, the scent of her hot pussy, and my cock inside it. My mind and cock erupted. Rich sperm flowed out of me and into her. As my mother's pussy filled with my come, I let out three or four volleys that nearly brought me to my feet. I drove quickly in and out of her while holding her behind. A barely audible moan signaled her own climax, and she was still pressing her lips against Madelyn's. I continued to stimulate her even after I had expelled all traces of cum.
I was at a loss for what to do after fucking my mom. I stood there gasping for air. As I departed, I noticed Madelyn easing and kissing her weary subject while she untied her, and she nodded her head in the direction of the door.
As soon as I got home, I was in a racing mood and could not help but pace. I went for a walk until I was very exhausted. It was crucial for me to understand my mother's perspective on life events, her desires, and her thoughts on what should or should not have transpired. A few hours later, I gave her a call, and when she said hello, I was so choked that I could not even bring myself to ask, "Mom, are you okay?"
When asked whether everything was all right, I lied and responded, "Yes, darling, I'm fine. Are you?" However, deep inside, I knew otherwise.
Neither of us brought up the fact that I had been having sex with her a few hours earlier; shockingly, we did not discuss anything during our five-minute conversation. Then I inquired, "Would it be okay if I came over tomorrow after work... so we could talk...alone...Madelyn won't be there, will she?"
"No, honey. You come over, and we'll talk."
On my way to the house the following day, I reread a dream I had regularly experienced involving my mom. I sneak up on the house while disguised. I make sure she does not know my voice by whispering all my directions to her while she is frozen. My hand drags her up to the attic. I undress her completely before tying her to a chair with ropes that dangle above and below her tits, enhancing their natural asymmetry.
In my mind, the conversation unfolded. A trancelike plea comes from her, as she says, "Please don't do this."
Telling her, "I'm going to fuck you" while massaging her tits and pulling on her nipples.
Then she shook her head and yelled out, "No, no, no."
"Nobody can hear you, mom. I'm going to fuck you." I remove the mask, and she realizes it is me. That is when I yell it aloud.
She exclaims in horror, "Willy, what are you up to? You have no right to be here because I am your mother."
"My swollen cock is hovering near her lips as I say, "Since you recognize my identity, you ought to be aware of this. Before I'm done with you, you're going to have my cum in your pussy, in your mouth, and in your ass." Her tits seem enormous as I move in on her. She reacts by gulping down my member in an attempt to alleviate the pinch on her nipples.
When I arrived at my mother's house, my imagination had already taken me on a tour of all the rooms. There was no way I could have known what to say or do when my mother stood at the door, but my sexual energy was at an all-time high. The state of limbo I was in felt preferable to anything else.
As is my habit, I planted a peck on my mom's cheek the moment I saw her. She made an effort to carry on as usual. She escorted me to the couch by taking my hand. It was out of the ordinary for her to hold my hand. "Honey, I'm sure yesterday was as crazy a day as either of us have experienced, but I want you to know... well, first, I love you, and I'm always going to love you."
"Mom, I love you too, but you can't imagine... I have wanted to make love to you for so long. You don't know."
"I know, honey. I have seen it in you. I am your mother, and I could tell. And I've thought about it for a few years too, baby."
I said, "But mom, I shouldn't have forced you." and then I began to apologize.
"No baby...no..." She interrupted me. "You didn't force me to do anything. It was what I wanted. Couldn't you tell? It was wonderful for me to have you and Len. It was she who saw that the mention of Madelyn changed the expression on my face. She put her hand on my cheek and smiled. "I love you, baby. Do you not know that?"
We kissed passionately, and I returned the gesture. We embraced, and our tongues teased each other. By placing her hand on my groin, she significantly strengthened my already robust cock.
We kissed for a long time while I was deciding how to do it. Did she want me to throw her down and fuck her, or what? The kissing had made me mellow, but I figured I should take charge, so I said in as authoReacheltive a voice as I could muster, "Take your clothes off." My mother moaned gently as she said, "I thought we were going to talk, but this is nice."
Oh honey, last night was... even I thought my delivery was forced and ridiculous, so it was no surprise that mom gave me the crazy eye. Then she saw what I was getting at and laughed a little. It is really an occasional occurrence, you know. Stop trying to be someone you are not. Give me one more kiss. Show me even more love. Together with your mouth, your hands, and that beautiful cock that was in me all night long,.
As she removed one article of clothing after another from her bedroom, she kept her intense gaze fixed on me. It was difficult for me to avert my gaze from her enormous breasts and the pussy that revealed her son, which appeared in the periphery of my vision.
"I want to do something I've never done...because I want to do it with you." My mother remarked as she began to undress me, and I could not help but stare at her every move as she undressed me.
My mother knelt down on me, and with long, deep strokes, she licked, mouthed, and sucked my cock. I did not understand what she meant because she had sucked me only hours before, and I could not have been the first. Nevertheless, I let go of my confusion and went along with it.
I could feel myself sinking into her throat as she devoured most of my tough meat. I could not endure it much longer; she was unrelenting. I had stepped up my game, and she was not going to back down. I wanted her to know I was coming, but I was not sure if I should pull out of her mouth. All I knew was that I hated being pulled out of her warm, sucking mouth. Ultimately, it did not matter how I felt or what I did. As I yelled, "Mom, I'm coming..." the first shot of cum went off. She refused to back down, so I held her head and began fucking her mouth as I approached.
The sensation of my orgasm spread throughout my entire body as my mother sucked and swallowed at the same rate that I released my hold on. With each release, I imagined the cum flowing into her mouth and down her throat, while my hips flexed in time with my spasms. Eventually, I had to sit down, and as soon as I did, she licked into the opening and sucked off any remaining coating from my cock. Looking up at me, I exclaimed, "Oh mom that was the most incredible...most..."
The words "I'm so glad, baby" escaped me before she could finish speaking. I had never experienced that before. When I gulped down a man's come for the very first time. She caressed my member with her lips as she held it in her hand, and I could feel the arousal building. Usually it takes me at least fifteen minutes to recover, but I felt like I needed only five before I was eager to have her again.
She was helped back onto the bed and her legs were stretched out by me. Her moaning encouraged me to stay, but I was too eager to be inside her, so I sucked at her wet pussy for a long. My mom felt so fantastic when I entered her pussy. Every inch of her son's cock fit snugly into her mother's wonderfully formed opening, as if she were tailor-made for me.
It was just right. The pussy of my mother was milking my cock. Within her, I felt her heels tearing against my calves. My chest was invaded by her large tits. We were both enjoying it, but I wished there was more.
I was at a loss for words as I spoke into her responsive pussy, but soon enough I knew exactly what I needed. She made affirmative sounds and said, "Mom, this is so good, isn't it?" "This is all we need, isn't it, mom? Just my cock and your pussy. We do not need anyone else. Just you and me." That is what I said. "You seem to have outgrown Madelyn's services, don't you, mom?" She tensed up. With that, she halted. Off her, she pushed me.
"Oh Willy...no...This was an error on my part...Madelyn and I...oh my goodness..." I began by trying to appease her, and then I attempted to downplay the situation. I yearned to be ensconced in her again. That was never going to transpire.
Her voice trailed off as she apologized, "I'm sorry, honey. I thought you understood..." her pain palpable. She kissed me quickly and smiled half-heartedly before she began to put on her clothes. "My darling, this is my true self. I simply cannot bring myself to destroy everything and everyone." She was absolutely correct; I failed to comprehend.
We had a few days of talking, and I finally began to sound like I belonged. I reasoned that if I ever desired her again, she would have to accept that she would forever be Madelyn's lover along with me. Everything went smoothly.
My intuition told me that I could make my mother forget about Madelyn if we had a passionate affair. I had to spend a few weeks trying to persuade my mom that I got the situation and that I was totally fine with it.
The fact was that the mere sight of Madelyn would send shivers down my spine and keep them there for hours. There was something about her that had always irReachelted me. The fact that I found it fascinating to envision them together did not help matters either. Probably because I did not want my mom to think, it was as fun as hanging out with me.
Madelyn had been gone for a few days and had only called once, so my mom was feeling lonely the night she asked me back to her bed. Over dinner, we drank from the same bottle of wine, and I tried very hard not to put any pressure on her or come on too strong.
I pretended as if we were on a date from high school, so it was almost comical. I sat down and spoke to her, putting my arm around her, and I complemented her. It was more of a readiness on both of our parts than a seduction, I suppose. I buried my nose in her neck and exclaimed over her wonderful scent. She raised my face to kiss me as I started gently stroking her neck.
"Mom, I..." I started to say more, but she cut me off.
A full hour passed during which I remained silent, repeating, "Honey, let's not talk." The most compelling argument was that I could not stop talking about her. I clung to each large nipple for quite some time after sucking on her breasts; she appeared to enjoy it. I waited on her until I felt her get aroused again, and when my lips reached her pussy, she appeared to appreciate it even more. I then caressed her clitoral area with my tongue.
I sucked her in again, this time with more effort, and this time I used my thumb to rub her pink pucker. I felt the nub engorge as I repeatedly inserted it into my mouth. I halted every time her hips rose uncontrollably. My oral caress for my mother's clitoral region and pussy resumed after a brief intermission. She started pulling my hair with both hands while I had my thumb stuck in her behind. She crashed in with a thud.
Before guiding my firm rod between her spread legs, I did not allow her much time to recover. Quiet, seemingly endless undulations greeted me as I entered her. Being inside my mother's pussy again was not exciting; what was different was the sense of calm that washed over me. I wanted to take my time and really experience each insertion, and it looked like my mom was going through the exact same thing. We shared a passionate kiss for the majority of it. Hers set off mine, and we were only separated by a moment between our orgasms.
She reached out and cupped my palm, and she spoke first. I moved in to kiss her cheek and made an assenting moan, saying, "Mmm that was so nice, Willy. Making love to me that way made me feel like we were the only two people in the world." I could not tell if she was trying to convey something or if it was simply her emotional state. That was my decision. I could feel her stirring as she continued to massage in between my legs.
I sucked as much of her ass as I could fit into one hand as she turned to plant little kisses on and around my lips as we learned in close. A finger inserted itself inside the little aperture. Nose breathing became more labored as Mom wriggled. I froze in no time.
She rolled over onto her belly as I placed my leg over her. As I knelt on the floor, my privates brushed against her behind. Our breathing had become more labored than previously. As I felt my mother's legs expand against mine, I sensed the tension in her grip on the slatted headboard. She lifted her rear end while I caressed her. While simultaneously opening her cheeks with both hands, I let my shaft to slide between them.
We both sped up, and the mere thought of placing my cock in my mother's ass made me perspire profusely. When I put the head on her pink pucker, she made a little noise. I knew it would be tough after my first try at entering her. In an attempt to enter her tiny hole, I considered sucking some pussy moisture, but then I remembered that would not be enough.
I hated to be the one to ruin the atmosphere, but I had to. Upon releasing her, I said, "Stay there." Upon my return, lubricant applied on my member, she remained in the very position in which I had left her. Like a prisoner bound to the slats, she clung to them. She had her legs slightly apart and her rear end upwards.
I got down on one knee and pushed my cock right into her anal ring. Her noise was a mix of "oww" and "ohh," with varying intensities of both. As I continued to press in, she let out a long groan. It felt great, even though it was hot and tight.
We were both much more outspoken and noisy than at our initial meeting that night. There was a noticeable decrease in the lubricant and an increase in her grip on my cock as she spoke nonstop, "Yes, baby, so good. Fuck your mother. Yes, yes, yes...in my ass. Oh, oh, yes." I was describing the sensation to my mother, and she was listening intently. Since I had no intention of pausing to restock on lube, I increased the force with which I stroked in and out. As she shifted to meet my thrusting cock, her noises transformed into high-pitched squeals.
When it happened, I felt nothing could top the sensation of my mother's mouth on my cock; after all, I was within her pussy at the time. However, I was much more excited as I sat there with my cock firmly planted in my mother's behind. I pushed my way up against her until we were face to face, and then I repeatedly drove back in.
I never imagined that my mother's ass would be the first of many women is that I would have in my fantasies. There is no way my cock could be in a more constrained position and yet move freely. I could tell my mom would be sore by the screams she made, but at the moment, all I could think about was continuing to shove into her ass with more and more vigor. "Oh Willy, don't stop. It is so big in me. I am all filled with your cock. Do not stop. Do not stop. Keep fucking your momma. Make me cum. Make me cum." We ramped up the volume and rhythm as we approached orgasm, and I was thrilled to hear her say it.
As I released my first powerful torrent of cum into my mother's posterior, I made a lot of noise. For the first time, she released her grip on the slat and reached under, caressing her pussyfoots and feeling my cock as the rapid, forceful strokes emptied it from her aching behind. I was able to provide her my entire member with each successive release since my cum acted as a lubrication. I continued saying, "Whoa...whoa...whoa..." as we, both laughed in relief after our last coordinated thrusts, and her ass was full to the brim.
After we both took a moment to collect ourselves, she planted a kiss on my lips and remarked, "Well, honey, that's my second 'first' with you." I reciprocated the sentiment, and she responded with a smile and an expression of relief, saying, "I'm glad." Following a brief period of silence, she chuckled and joked, saying, "I don't know how many more firsts I can take if they're going to be that intense." We continued our kissing gently, and we were both drifting off to sleep when the phone suddenly rang. Madelyn was the one.
Had she phoned ten minutes sooner, I would have been much more irReachelted. As my mother spoke, I leaned in to hear her side of the story. My mom grinned broadly, as she greeted me with "We did..." and "It was wonderful, Lennie..." While I was preoccupied becoming irReachelted toward Madelyn for interfering in my life, I failed to look my mom in the eye. Despite the fact that she was informing Madelyn about us, I could not help but feel good when I saw the happiness on her face. Following our phone conversation, she leaned back into my embrace and whispered, "I'm so happy, Willy." I held her close and gave her a gentle rub.
As I moved my fingers down her bosom and breasts, I grinned and told her, "I'm glad, mom; I like to see you like that." I continued, "I also like to see you like this."
After a little pause, she spoke out, asking, "Willy, what do you think is going to happen?" after laughing once.
"Good things, mom," I responded. We went to sleep gradually.
First thing in the morning, I was wide-awake with a hazy recollection of a hundred sexual fantasies starring faces I could not place. Mom was not there when I turned around. While I was making my coffee, I spotted her at the breakfast bar. Her charming grin jolted me out of my slumber and set in motion that delicate humming feeling that starts in the belly and works its way down my legs.
I approached from behind and embraced her, stroking her breasts as they fluttered effortlessly beneath the nylon. I planted a kiss on her neck, and she reached back to caress my expanding member, making a low-pitched noise. “Well, good morning to you too," she chuckled. "Hey, want to grab a cup of coffee?" she invited. Staying behind her, I watched as she poured from the hot carafe.
It was my preference to have you, I stated.
Unspoken but felt by me, she whispered, "Sweet boy."
A few inches away from the stool's back, my cock made touch with her ass. Everything else faded into insignificance in comparison to my intense want to get inside her. A soft murmur from my lips as I spoke softly against her ear, "I want you, mom... I need you so much right now... I want to be inside you."
She rose from the stool and stood by the bar, her voice filled with assurance, saying, "Oh, honey, yes, mamma's here for you." With my member extended, I removed the nylon covering her behind. I glided effortlessly into her moist hole and caressed her as she proclaimed, "Take my pussy baby. Take Mamma's pussy." Her legs parted as she spoke. In an effort to hasten her arrival, I extended my hand toward her. She jumped right up after I caressed and stoked her.
I continued to talk as I inserted my tongue farther and deeper into her pussy. "Do you know why I need to do this, mom? Because you have the most beautiful pussy I ever saw—a perfect pussy for me—and you have perfect tits for me and a perfect ass for me—you give me what I need and you love me the way I need to be loved."
It was not long until she tensed up and uttered, "Oh, love...OH...OH...I'm coming, baby...I'm coming." She was panting as she arrived, and after she ended, she leaned back down on the stool for support. "Yes, sweetheart. I want to be good for you. Make you happy. Give you what you need." "Wow that was lightning fast. You didn't even get a chance to show up, did you, sweetheart?" she exclaimed while laughing.
So that her behind could be reached, I told her, "No, mom, but I will." I then pushed her to slip back onto the stool. She reacted angrily when I held her cheeks apart and my cock's head poked into her hole.
"Oh honey... I do not know... I am still sore there. Let momma take care of you with my mouth."
Even though it was amazing to be in her mouth, all I wanted at that moment was she behind. My body still vividly remembered the sensation of being in that cramped space from the previous night. I began to press in while her pussy fluid was still moist on my cock, saying, "I'll be gentle, mom... I need you this way." I then waited for a response.
I pushed in, and she groaned loudly. The item that was expanding and irReachelting her delicate flesh was larger than her entrance, no matter how gently I tried to be. While I grasped her hips, she drew the bar and leaned over it, exposing her most intimate area for my pleasure. Maybe it was because she was sitting down that the feeling was even stronger than the previous night. Perhaps it was merely because I want it intensely and she was bestowing it upon me.
The heat was rising as the friction from my cock entering my mother's small opening became more intense. I accelerated uncontrollably, driving my cock deeper and harder into my mother's behind with every penetration. I relished every push and cherished the feeling of her reaction, as we were both aroused. Every time she moved her hips, I could feel it on my member. I made every effort to keep my cock moving in her ass while I was in the most intimate area of her.
It seemed incomprehensible that a mother would permit her son to engage in my actions. More shocking still was the fact that it was my mom, and much like her pussy, her ass was wide open for me. She was embracing her son's member with the same tenderness as a woman embraces her spouse on their wedding night, seeking to satisfy both of their desires.
I did not want to stop, so I mistook her moans for pleasurable sounds. Those noises might have been people in danger. By saying, "Willy, I'm so filled with you. My baby's big cock is in me. Before I came, each thrust elicited the same response," she alleviated my anxiety.
"Mom, I'm going to come...in your ass, mom...in your ass." I finally comprehended that my mother was being pushed to her maximum, and I could not control the surge of semen that had built up.
"Yes, darling, yes, love, please give it to me. She writhed in pain as I started an unbridled insertion, letting go of what I had been longing to give her. The initial moments were perfect, as I sensed my mother opening up to absorb me completely. My cum shot into her behind, and I could feel her relief as the calming fluid enveloped her and smoothed over the sensitive areas that had gripped my member so firmly.
After I had given her all the cum I could muster, I embraced her and kissed her cheek. She then reached back and grasped my head, running her fingers through my hair.
That was just fantastic, mom. It is a blessing that I have a mother like you. You have a stunning beauty. I received it from you, mom. Exceeds my expectations.
Yes, darling, and you also provided me with what I required. I need it when you desire me—when you desire my pussy and my ass—in that way.
Mom, did I do you any harm?"
I do not feel any affection... I may be a bit sore, but I will always be there for you when you need me.
While she was on the stool, I planted a long, passionate kiss on her forehead and proclaimed, "Thanks for being my mom." She became emotional and embraced me tightly until someone came knocking.
Mom hurried out as I buttoned my trousers and answered the door, saying, "Oh no. I forgot. We have an appointment. Tell Madelyn I'll be right with her." It was then that she disappeared.
Upon entering, Madelyn remarked, "Willy-boy, you look worked up. Is the little lady also?" while laughing.
I calmly asked, "Madelyn, would you kindly refrain from calling me that?"
She asked me with an almost remorseful expression, "Okay, Willy is your mother ready?" I guess my tone had an effect on her.
She sat on the couch and said, "She'll be out soon." I asked her in a matter-of-fact way, "Does it bother you? I mean, she's with me too." Since I was not experiencing my normal hostility, I asked her.
"No, Willy, it doesn't."
Did I inquire of her, "How come?" the reason being?
"I'll tell you, Willy, because I love her and because her happiness is more important to me than my own."
It put a stop to me. I would come to believe that it was the most profound explanation of love I had ever heard when I was older. Yet at that moment, it merely halted me. My relationship with Madelyn changed that day; I started to look at her and speak to her differently. Likewise, she stopped referring to me as a "Willy-boy." We used to do things together as a foursome, but Cherry stopped coming after a few months due to her new romantic involvement. She moved in with him just a few weeks after they started dating.
It was at the picnic that Madelyn's desires for an empty nest became apparent. I took her and my mom to a little park in the highlands on a weekday. With the sun shining, a light breeze blowing, and the sky a perfect shade of blue, the park was deserted.
After a long period of eating, chatting, and laughing, Madelyn turned on the portable player we had brought after we stretched out on the grass. She had us all dance in unison until we passed out from holding hands and circling until we were lightheaded. As we paused to see each other's joyful faces, Madelyn spoke these words: "I love you, Kerry." She then turned to me and added, "And I love you too, Willy; I really do." She planted a kiss on each cheek and proceeded to share, "I had a dream last night that we all lived together. Wouldn't that be fun?"
Mom, who was always tender with Madelyn, reassured her immediately, "Sure, it would, Lennie." She embraced her and assured her that we would be there for her no matter what. I was taken aback by my reaction. For the first time, I noticed tears in Madelyn's eyes, so it seems like Chery's departure had a greater impact on her than I had anticipated.
I put my arms around Madelyn's shoulders; I felt her delicate, little frame. My mother invited Madelyn to spend the night at our house so we could have a picnic that lasted all day, and she gladly accepted my invitation after I assured her, "We love you, Madelyn." What transpired was not entirely unexpected, in my opinion.
I suppose I was a little anxious that Madelyn would really be moving in with us, but my mom assured me that all she needed to know was how much we loved her. The idea of a meeting between the three of us had started to creep into my daydreams. Contrary to my wildest imagination, the real thing did not happen. We had a few drinks that night, and it hit me: I was not the only one with expectations. Mom got down next to Madelyn, and the two of them started kissing and caressing each other. My mom extended her hand and beckoned me over. She commented, "Honey, if this makes you uncomfortable, we'll stop. We don't have to do anything you don't want to."
Although the tension in my pants was unpleasant, I insisted, "I'm not uncomfortable." I leaned down and kissed both my mom and Madelyn. Two gentle kisses, unique and delightful. Madelyn's tongue was noticeably more reserved than my mom's usual probing.
My mom came running up to us and said, "Come, loves," before heading us into our bedroom. My mom and I began by taking Madelyn's clothes off. Her figure was lean and toned for a woman in her early 40s, but it lacked my mother's sweet curves. I was taken aback by my mother's unexpected reaction; she sounded like a woman about to come, even though she was not, and she went straight to Madelyn's pussy with her mouth. As I ran my hands over Madelyn's toned body, Mom stood up and kissed her. My mom was undressed by Madelyn and me.
After that, they undressed me and we stood there, touching and kissing back and forth. Feeling kissed and touched in so many different areas at once was a fresh experience. While my mom was giving me a passionate kiss, Madelyn gave me a full-on suck to my cock. I could see she was not really into it, even if it was full of love.
My mom murmured, "She doesn't like intercourse." I agreed and quickly realized that what was happening was less than what I had anticipated. While holding our heads against her, mom grinned with satisfaction as Madelyn and I both sucked a breast. Suddenly, I heard Madelyn rev up her engine once more, and she motioned for my mom to go down on the bed. With my cock close to her mouth, I straddled my mother.
Mom put me in her mouth and made noises of loving and licking as Madelyn rubbed her tongue all over her pussy. When Mom arrived, Madelyn and my mom quickly traded roles. Even though Madelyn welcomed me into her mouth, I refrained from going in since I knew that neither of us wanted me to. Madelyn was pushed even more than she had been before by Mom. I suppose they were both aware of the exact thing that made the other one goes off.
Everything kind of came to a sudden stop, and it was fine with me that I had not gone since I would have been with my mom later. Madelyn, who is quiet and slightly unhappy, was the object of our affection for around thirty minutes as we kissed and soothed her. The fact that we had helped her feel less isolated is, I suppose, the greatest gift one can give to another, as she told us. After she departed, I realized that we probably would not have that kind of encounter again.
Following her departure, my mom and I enjoyed a snack while discussing Madelyn and our relationship. Our mother, who appeared a bit angry, told me, "Make love to me all night" as we got into bed. None of us will get any rest. You must accompany me. My assurance that I would calmed her nerves. Whenever we made love, it was actually she who went to sleep first.
I was in my mother's mouth the first time I came. While bending over my prone form, she cupped my hand. Holding and caressing her large tit as she sucked me was a wonderful experience. With each stroke, I felt her slowly bobbing over my entire shaft, and I could feel myself vanishing inside her mouth. She sounded different when she was pleased to be able to give me that type of pleasure, and I could tell it.
As I observed, a mother adored her son, suckled him, and felt his love for her return in the form of his caresses and words. My body tensed up, as I got closer to the point of climax. As my mom got about to put her son's come in her mouth, I could feel her excitement and saw a little change in her posture. In addition to the sucking she was doing at the time, the first release included all the pent-up energy from our earlier experience that night. It was dense and had a firm texture.
She had the ability to seduce me like no other woman before. The best sex experience of my life was provided by my mother. I continued to shoot into her mouth, always taking another suck. As she gulped down yet another stream of my sperm, I felt her pressure increase. She sent out one more sigh of delight to confirm that she shared my joy.
I sat up and held her in my lap about three in the morning, and she woke up and laughed when she saw me. "Cry, my darling; you need to sleep. I do not mind. Get some rest now. I did not do it until I had one last passionate encounter with her.
She leaned in to guide my cock into her pussy, the warm, wet pussy—that is still my favorite part—after I pushed her up onto me. Using the impaling rod, she rode me while placing her hands on my chest. "You're always making my life so much easier, aren't you, darling?" she asked.
"Yes, mom, just like you're always ready for me, wet for me, and waiting for me." I countered her motions with thrusts of my own, and with each entrance, her pussy felt my entire shaft. I flipped her over in my arms because I was still itching to go deeper inside her. As was my habit whenever I wanted her to test her limits, I gripped her ankles and pulled her legs back. I push into her elongated member to raise my cock to its maximum potential.
She would let out a small cry and utter an "Ahhh..." every time I entered her belly. With every stroke into her, the tip of my cock made contact with her shaft. She said, "Ooooh, that's so good, baby," as I released my grip on her and moved my hips. Beloved child. Indulging me. Oh my. Definitely. In a word, yes.
My mother was swollen to the brim; she took on my entire body. For an instant, I remained motionless within her, and she extended her hand to grasp my behind. "Baby...baby...fucks me now...hard...hard..." While I began the final round of long, hard insertions that would bring us both to climax, I rested my weight on her shoulders. She was just as forceful in her response, gushing about how great it was for her and urging me, "Don't stop," as I was in my pushing and pounding. Indulge me, my darling. Indeed, in that way. Show mommy your stunning member. Bring me here. I see. I will be there, my darling. I am about to get on the massive cock of my baby.
Those words have an impact on me that I do not think any other words could ever match. It feels like she's about to come in as my cock pounded in and out of her, much as when my mom asked me to fuck her and her legs were open.
After that, what would be my next step? I had one of the strongest orgasms we have ever had there. There was more cum, more noise, and more letting go from each of us. In her pussy, I could sense the dampness of our bodies. We continued to kiss and continued to come. She trembled, and we clutched each other tightly, as if we would hold on forever.
I still do not know what the future holds for us after that fateful night a few months ago, but I have faith that it will be wonderful. I have some knowledge; I will never let her go. I can see that everything is going well because mom and Madelyn still spend time together and go on excursions. Above all else, I want her happiness.
Longest Summer
A big Maine cottage on Long Lake was rented for three months by my mom and her new lover. With Dad's death three years ago, Mom has been unemployed. Tom, her new fiancé, is independently rich and intends to visit her mother on weekends. Being my final summer before beginning college in the autumn, I had a wonderful time.
My mother's infidelity troubled me at first, but once I gave it some thought, I could see how she might have loved Dad and still needed a man. To them, it's just moving on. Simply said, I'm horny and in the mood for a fuck.
In many ways, I am the same. I summoned Cindy Louise to pay me a weekend visit since I hadn't gotten laid for a few weeks. Initially, my mother was distressed to hear that I had asked Cindy over. Not so much did she want Cindy to never see her with Tom, but rather she wanted me to f*ck with the adoptive child of her sister. What the heck is going on, though? It seems like everyone is doing it. Just one more thing: before he started banging on Mom, Tom dated my aunt Carol. It seemed like Aunt Carol had no idea that Tom was now having an affair with my mom.
We were still chatting about finalizing the sleeping arrangements for the week as we approached Wednesday night. A downstairs bedroom and an upstairs bedroom comprised the three bedrooms in the cabin. Mom proposed that Tom and she remain on the upper floor while Cindy and I take the lower floor. Since Cindy might be a bit rowdy at times, I had no problem with this.
My mom wanted me to accompany her on a stroll, so I agreed that I'd do it. Despite my concerns about safety, I consented to accompany them since this slumbering summer town was only now beginning to stir. We strolled past the small shopping center. After you turn north at the highway, cross the bridge, and you'll be right in the middle of town. We paused for a drink at the open-air motel. We were joined at the pub by another couple, as well as a solitary individual who harbored feelings for Mom.
My mother is a stunningly beautiful woman for 42 years of age; she is tall, thin, has nice-sized knockers, and killer legs. Long, dark hair frames a lovely face. A few gray hairs could be made out among the black ones if one looked closely.
Her wide mouth and rich crimson lipstick stand out against her fair winter complexion. As I observed the towering stranger observing Mom, he did the same. To our left, nevertheless, were a man and a young, attractive female. At first glance, I mistook them for a couple, but while hearing their conversation, I realized they were actually a father and daughter. Just then, I turned around to see a lovely young woman staring back at me. She returned my smile. A commanding voice abruptly diverted my attention to the lone man standing across the bar as I considered how to find out who she was. "Hey everyone, could I order a round of drinks for the bartender?
"Of course not," his mother said to him with a smile. The Wilson family is here. This is Britny, my son. My name is Gloria.
The man opposite our mother introduced himself as Milord and added, "Well, we are the Kirby's. This is my daughter, Katrina. I am standing here." The towering stranger then turned around and stood between our mother and the other pair.
"Hello, my name is Cartwright Jones. We have all spun around to face him. "I suppose there is no need to check IDs tonight since this is a closed and private party," he replied to the girl before continuing, "Let me welcome you all to my hotel. As my first guest for the summer, the next round is on the house."
The group chuckled. As soon as the music started, Cartwright extended a hand to his mother, who graciously accepted his invitation to dance. I kept a careful eye on my mom for some reason. Her movements were deliberate and elegant, exuding an air of seductiveness befitting a goddess strutting her stuff. I couldn't help but stare at her tense posterior and hips. As she danced, her shorts allowed her to move freely within them, despite their snug fit. I knew my not-too-loose cutoffs were showing that I was being too hard on myself, but I couldn't help myself.
Katrina, the girl, approached and asked, "Do you dance?" We twirled onto the dance floor as I jumped off the bar, straightened up, and held her in my arms.
Instead of spending time with her, her father was more concerned with drinking. The four dancers reacted with mirth and movement. We all had a couple too many drinks throughout the following few hours.
Cartwright locked the bar and bid farewell to the bartender. After the second dance, I proposed that we end the night because Mother was getting pretty drunk. Cartwright promised to arrange for a ride home for Milford when he was severely injured. We needed the fresh air, so I told my mom we could just walk the short distance. After saying our goodbyes and hugs, we all agreed to see each other again.
Before Mother began to seriously stutter, we managed to cross the bridge. I gathered her close and cradled her in my arms. To my amusement, I had never witnessed my mother intoxicated before. She leaned up close, her arm over my waist. Her low-cut jersey top was revealing too much of her breasts. She was able to flaunt her ample bosom thanks to her half bra. The time has come for me to get a close look at my mother's lovely, firm breasts. I knew my mom was a beautiful woman, but this was shocking. In the dim light, I peered at her bust and found it quite alluring. I reached under her arm and grabbed her tit as she leaned on me more. Seeing me, she grinned. I gathered her into my arms and carried her the remaining distance because she was about to pass out at any second.
There was a major problem. I was becoming increasingly aroused. By the time I escorted her to her bedroom, my cock was pulsating uncontrollably. After placing her on the bed, I remained standing over my mother's lifeless corpse. I was absolutely thrilled to the point of insanity. I had her sit down, and then I took off her shirt, bra, and everything. Her tits were stunning, with the most exquisite form and curve. A divine pair of tits is what God desires.
I undid her pants and shorts in one swift stroke after letting her tumble back onto the bed. I savored every curve and dip as I stared at her nudeness. In order to cover up her bikini, she got her hair cut short. Her mound was partially concealed by a shadowy area. I let my gaze to wander over her figure. I noticed the small scars near her ribs, hidden beneath her tits, at that moment. My mom got breast implants. Out loud, I laughed. They looked great, of course. I reached out and touched each one. Like Cindy Louise's, they were unyielding. Cindy had smaller tits than my mother, but they weren't quite as firm, I'll concede.
Just standing there was making me very aroused. I undid my shorts and jerked on my cock while standing over my mother. Mother let out a low growl and rolled her eyes, but she remained motionless. She raised an arm to her head. I reached out and touched her hand on my member.
I could not believe it as his long, slim fingers curled over my cock, and she smiled. I crouched down, bringing my member dangerously near to hers. For what I was doing, I was completely insane, yet I persisted nevertheless. I continued to bend over the bed until my arrogant head made contact with her lips. As soon as Mom loosened her jaw, my haughty head dipped below the horizon. My breath was taken away as I jerked. It astonished me to consider my cock in my mother's mouth; the thought sent chills down my spine. I shouted, "Oh my god," and ran over.
My body twitched wildly. Fucking cum splattered on her face and shoulders and into her mouth. I cummed and jerked like a jack rabbit. She was covered in thick splotches of a creamy white fluid. In order to get the last drops of milk out of my cock, I bring him to her mouth. She sucked the few droplets off my cock while licking her lips.
My energy levels were so low that I collapsed onto my bed after turning out the lights in my room and making my way downstairs. Even though I was quite ill, the sun was already risen when I woke up. I walked to the restroom after discarding the remainder of my garments. While attempting to direct a river into the bowel, one hand is firmly grasping the wall behind the toilet. It arrived mostly; a small portion landed on my feet. When I opened the shower door and got in, my eyes were still blurry from the fog and couldn't concentrate.
That was lightning fast. Already hot and flowing, the shower was ready to go. I snapped up my eyes and saw my mom standing there. I drew her close and kissed her passionately, since I was at a loss for words. Her legs finally gave out, and she collapsed into my arms. I gathered her close and cradled her in my arms. Whimpering and trembling, she uttered incoherent gibberish. I was so inebriated; I apologize to Britny. Is it possible for you to ever hold me blameless? What a shame on me. Oh my God, what the blazes! I beg you, Britny," she pleaded with Britny again and again.
Despite her protests, I proceeded to raise my cock, which positioned itself directly between us. My head wriggled its way past her moist pussy lips and into her pussy. As she fell into my arms, her legs continued to give way and she was completely impaled on my cock.
As she straightened up, I followed suit, maintaining a firm grasp on my mother's trembling cunt. Being taller than her allowed me to lift myself on my toes, which resulted in repeated jamming into her. She could tell by looking into my eyes that I was feigning desire rather than the fact that we were both still slightly inebriated.
I brought her up so I could get my cock in deeper, but then she screamed and howled and threw her head back so violently that I thought she hurt herself. Her arms came up around my neck and drew me to her face, where she growled and made strange noises like an animal from the woods. She bit my mouth till I tasted blood, clawed my back till her nails dug into my flesh, and hooked both legs around my waist, bouncing and banging into me.
I responded to her every move and pushed my member into her with such force that I believe I inflicted harm on her.
We stumbled backwards, knocking the shower door open. We made it into the bedroom with her still locked around my waist. When we were close to the bed, I rose up, lifting her as high as I could, and tossed her on the bed, with me coming down hard on top of her. Our bodies came together so hard that everything hurt. The pain was unbelievable. But yet she howled and clung to me. She stiffened, and I came still locked together, with her legs gripping my waist. We both came together, and we both passed out together. I woke slowly, my head filled with strange dreams of sex and pain. Someone had beaten me all over with a baseball bat. When I tried to move, I found I was still in some kind of vise grip. There was a heavy weight around my neck and waist. It was my mother, and she was still asleep.
With great care and slowness, I freed her legs and arms so that I could escape from her. Finally, my cock slid out of her warm, slimy pussy. Despite her tangled mess, she still looked stunning. I still didn't know what had happened between us, but whatever it was, it was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, and it laid the groundwork for what was to happen this summer.
For the next several days, I avoided Mother as much as possible. Just before our weekend guests were due to arrive, though, Mother came to my room. We exchanged sheepish looks for a while, and then I stood up and embraced her. We sobbed and hugged; Mother began to speak twice or thrice, but her words failed her. I spoke up, saying, "Mother, loving you was the most miraculous thing I ever experienced." We both sobbed again.
Cindy beat Tom to the punch. In the driveway, they made their introductions. I observed as they made their way to the house, bags in tow. From my mother's bedroom on the second floor, where she had just sucked me off, I grinned to myself. My mom came down the stairs with me to meet our visitors. Tom kissed my mom, and I kissed Cindy. I pondered whether he sampled the cumin I had prepared.
As I escorted Cindy to our room via the lower floor, Tom carried Mom up the staircase. After our energetic playdate, Cindy and I stayed in for nearly an hour. It took Mom and Tom another fifteen minutes to descend.
Mom and Tom came out to say "Hi." Cindy and I were sitting on the porch, enjoying a nice beer. Mother gave me a wink and a bashful smile.
It was becoming late, and the sun was making a valiant effort to set behind the hills across the lake. Tom proposed that we eat out for supper.
After dropping us off at the hotel, Tom took us about in his massive Lincoln.
We walked right into the dining room after entering through the side door. I had a good view of the bar from my seat. Cartwright did not serve customers from behind the bar. A towering blonde with a fantastic set of knockers worked the bar tonight. There was a plot to find out why Cartwright hired her in her adorable little attire. I noticed that Cartwright was overjoyed to see her mother again as the waiter took our drink orders. I couldn't help but wonder what he would say if he knew how we had amused each other the other night after we got home, all because of his drinks. We were introduced and told Cindy and Tom that we had come down for drinks a few days ago.
As we continued our conversation, my mother, who sat to my right, reached over and placed her hand on my leg. It was sweet of her to show her son her affection, but what happened next was far from sweet. My cock arched like a cock in a general's present, and I grinned at something Cindy said, causing my mother's hand to land on the hard ridge of my pants. Her fingers clamped down, pressing in until it hurt. I was on the verge of climaxing, and I would have done it if the waiter hadn't returned with our drinks.
Consequently, I received a blowjob just prior to the arrival of our guests, and I am currently contemplating the passage of time until my mother and I can once again be alone. It seemed like Mother accepted what we did in our drunken passion, and when we spoke about it, we felt like it was a welcome event in our lives.
Cindy was like a tiger every moment we were alone. Even later that night, in the dark, we walked down to the little wooden dock where our boat was tied up. The moon was only a sliver, and even it only darted in and out of the clouds, leaving us mostly in darkness. Cindy could not get enough, so as we sat on the end of the dock, she took out my cock and jerked me till I was about ready to climax. Then she quickly went down to suck the stuff out of me. I could only recall how thrilling it was to observe my mother slide her tongue up and down my cock, despite how enjoyable the experience was. Cindy licked me clean and sucked me dry when I arrived, then returned my limp cock to its hiding place. Later that night, Cindy lay naked on the bed, sound asleep, and I lay awake, listening for any sound from up the stairs.
I put on a wraparound—you know, the one that snaps around your waist—just long enough to hide a flaccid cock. So I think Tom and Mother concluded their sex early while Cindy and I were out—because they had gone up about ten minutes before we arrived at the pier.
Whispering, "Where is Tom?" I retrieved a cold beer from the fridge, put it back in its place, and turned around to face my mother, who had been sitting in the dark when I entered the room.
"Satisfied and asleep," she remarked.
I told her it was the same with Cindy. She rose, and I went to her in the deep shadows of the kitchen. Her silky robe hung open as our bodies came together. Her marvelous tits pressed into my chest. We kissed and hugged. Her hand went up under my wraparound, and I found my cock growing hard. I cupped a firm tit, and we kissed. I was beside myself with passion. Even if our houseguest heard us, I really did not care. As I positioned my cock toward my mother's moist pussy, she bowed over the table and I turned her around. It slipped into her throat as her cunt was filled with Tom’s cum and her juices. It was irrelevant at that moment that she had been fucked; all I cared about was the desire to fuck her again.
As she struggled to breathe and coughed as if my member were in her mouth, I continued to strike her from behind. I injected her private chamber with a steaming injection of molten sperm as she wriggled her ass and joined me. Just as her knees were about to give out, I freed myself from her.
We disregarded the matter at hand, and I was compelled to postpone contemplating my mother's potential reaction to my intention of exposing my cock until the following day. I rubbed the tip of my dripping cock between her cheeks and wiped it across her ass. I wiggled the head several times while holding my cock in one hand across the confined back entrance. The girl I had fucked loved it.
Tom remembered he had to return to the city the next morning, but I don't know what Mother said to him. I separated Cindy from her mother and explained that she was upset and wanted her mother to leave us alone. I promised to see her later in the week. Cindy understood; she had no idea what was going on, but she followed Tom for an hour. By ten in the morning, Mother and I were alone. At ten after ten, I took Cindy by the hand and led her to my bedroom behind the kitchen. Thirty seconds later, we were trapped in a 69.
To gauge her interest, I inserted my tongue into her pussy and my cock into her mouth; she did not object when I inserted my finger into her little ass hole.
I was more interested in getting my cock into her pussy than in seeing if she would let me stick my cock up her ass, so we switched places. Now she was high above my shoulders, and I was between her legs. It was exciting to pound into her pussy and bang my body into hers. Suddenly, without thinking, I reached back and slapped her on the thigh very hard.
"You filthy scum, fucking your mother and filling my cunt with your cum, what kind of son are you?" she yelled at me, her previously closed eyes widening in a sneer.
As we reached our peak, we both slid down onto my neck, still trembling and wriggling, and the only sounds were the same animal noises I had heard the night before. I mimicked her howl, sounding like a wounded wolf, as I lifted myself off of her with one arm and smacked her across the tits, my hand smacking hers. She screamed in agony.
Although it was exciting to watch her as she trotted to the bathroom, I waited for her to open the door before I got off her. We passed each other silently as I went inside. When I came back, mom was sitting nude on the window seat, gazing out into the woods that encircled the cabin. We had to wait ten minutes before we could move.
As I crept up behind her, I gently placed my hands on her neck and massaged it. I had never given a massage before, but I knew that many people enjoyed it. Mother made a little sound of pleasure, so I continued. With its pointed tip positioned between her arm and rib cage, my cock recommenced to solidify. She extended her arm so that my cock could enter her armpit. I massaged her neck, moving it up to her shoulders, while simultaneously moving my hips. It was strange, but I was fucking my mother's armpit and massaging her neck. After a few minutes, I turned her so that she faced me.
Just being a lover and displaying affection, she reached up and held my cock, turning her head so her cheek was resting on my cock.
Both the first and second occurrences were unlike anything I had ever encountered before, so I asked my mother, "Mom, what happened?"
"Oh, my darling, what transpired between us was absolutely delightful. You have ignited a fire within me that has never been quenched before. The sensations we shared have been intense and thrilling, and I long to explore new territory with you. The things we have discussed have been described as strange, exciting, lustful, and a little bit dirty, but I know they are exciting for you." Her voice was low and almost emotionless, but it was audible to those with good hearing. Mother gazed up at me with her big brown eyes, smiling as she clenched my cock.
I exclaimed, "Mom In a past life, I believe you were a whore. Your intentions may be to expose me to the bizarre pleasures of sexual exploration. Like all the men in your life, you desire to make me happy. As I laughed, I said,.
As we both laughed, she reached over and put my cock in her mouth, her gaze locked on mine the whole time. I wasn't completely numb. Over the past two days, I have thoroughly enjoyed myself. After allowing her to feel my member for some time in her mouth, I proposed that we have lunch elsewhere or get some rest. She stood there, extracted my part from her mouth, gave me a kiss, and then permitted me to sample it. Like you, she wanted to get some sleep. Upon asking if I might share her bed, she began to make her way toward the exit. I should accompany her, she said.
Laying on her side, she curled up. We were lying on our backs, and I was on my side. In a matter of seconds, I dozed out, and my mind raced with fanciful sexual ideas. Some of the mothers of the girls I had ever met were also fucking me. This included everyone from elementary school onwards. One that persisted was the mother of a carefree little girl whose name I recognized from church but with whom I had never dated. My fantasy involved me fucking an older woman, and I was having a great time because I always thought she was hot.
I was spooning my mom, and my hard-on was firmly set along her damp pussy when I began to awaken. Rather than in her pussy, she should lie along that luscious slit.
Normative, deep breathing was coming from mom. With a slight pull back, I raised my cock slightly with my fingertip, allowing the head to slide into her. The head only, not my entire member. After getting my head soaked, I withdrew once again. On this occasion, I put the damp head inside the little rose hole. It came loose with ease. It was a breeze for my cock to slide into my mom's hole. I allowed the head to relax in that position, snugly within her small posterior. In an odd and wonderful way, it felt.
All I could hear were my own yells. A mother's behind is where your cock is.
My cock was pounding uncontrollably from all the intense emotions and stimulation. My member was throbbing with blood, causing it to jerk without my intervention. I arrive with little to no movement. Cuming in my mother's ass before I had even begun to fuck her was incredible, but here I was. The depth to which my member penetrated her posterior increased with each complete surge of cum. My cock was firmly planted deep into her lovely ass after only a few seconds of spurting, pushing, spurting, and pushing as it continued to fly out of my cock. My cock was stiff and completely implanted in her small, tight asshole when it finally stopped.
I was now clutching her tightly, with my arms wrapped around her and my head bowed forward, pressing into the nape of her neck. She uncurled a bit. She froze and tensed up. She glanced over her shoulder as her head snapped around. The object of your desire is attached to my behind. You aroused my genitals. It feels so tight and weird; it's unbelievable. You're enormous. She whispered, "I can feel your cock throbbing on me."
After a half hour of showering, we both descended to the kitchen clad in our robes—her silky red and black and my old terry cloth. We were the epitome of a seductive couple, what with our tousled, damp locks. Lunch was a never-happening affair. As a result, Mom made some sandwiches and milk. We sat quietly, gazing out the windows, not saying a word.
With grace, she inquired, "Do you truly value Cindy?"
In response to her question, I informed her that Cindy was an entertaining girl and that I did care for her, but that I was not interested in a committed relationship with her. She assumed it was her question and said as much.
Regarding her and Tom, I posed the identical query. According to her, Tom was an amiable man who expressed an interest in marrying her. Last week, she mentioned that she might have accepted his proposal. However, she was unsure of what to say at this point.
I informed her that, although we have discovered a unique meaning to our lives, I still believe she should make preparations for her future just as I am going to. When we both agreed, I stated that I would always want to feel free to make love to her, but I would never want to stand in her way of living her life to the fullest.
After a period of silence, the idea came to me that maybe we should arrange to have an ongoing connection with the understanding and approval of our other partners. She first disagreed with me when I told her my thoughts, but then she started laughing.
She claimed she wanted to know what it would be like to see my posterior bouncing around on another lady when I inquired as to her source of laughter. I thought that picture was humorous as well.
Thus, I responded, "Indeed, and I also believe it would be very arousing to observe you sucking the cock of another man." After that, I wanted to know if she had sucked on Tom's cock.
She claimed she had, and her singing voice was much admired by him. It appears his wife was less than enthusiastic about taking care of things for him. I remarked, "You're really good; that is definitely."
We were conversing sensually, but I don't think one of us was particularly aroused sexually. Thus, we chose to embark on a stroll.
Since we were bound to make a hotel stop, I advised Mom to dress sensually. As she descended, her short shorts and low-cut halter top exposed her full, smooth globs of beautiful tits. The vivid red lip gloss was the only extreme of her usually subtle and natural makeup. Oh, what a lovely mouth! The idea of fucking or kissing crossed my mind. I felt a tingle in my cock as she stalked out the door in front of me and fixed eyes with her round, solid ass. That woman was very stunning.
As summer approached, more and more individuals began to show up. There were additional vessels docked in the city docks, close to the Causeway Bridge. People were starting to congregate in the winding streets. Outside, under the roof, the motel now had tables. There were a number of couples eating and drinking beer. A handful of the younger men were secretly admiring my mother, and I couldn't help but notice. I spotted a schoolmate as we checked into the hotel and immediately gave him a call. "Hi," Philip Martin walked over to greet. A charming young blonde with ample breasts and a radiant smile trailed after him.
Gloria, not "my mother," was how I introduced my mom. We didn't exchange last names when Philip introduced the blonde as Georgia and me as Britny.
When we invited them to lunch, we just indicated that we were up for it. Philip was glad to be here with us. It seemed like Georgia was ready to move on with her day. Probably her deepest yearning was to go back to the chamber they had been sharing and lop off his head. However, I had the impression that I would enjoy seeing this innocent, lovely girl in her nude state. Her figure was just stunning.
Georgia felt better and was in the mood to be friendlier after having some sandwiches and a few beers. I saw that Philip was really interested in her mom, and I got the impression that her mom was enjoying all the attention. When we were on our third drink, Philip finally spoke up: "Where are you guys staying?"
We were planning to remain up for three months, and I mentioned that we had booked a cabin for the entire summer. I could tell Philip was short on cash, but he still looked impressed. At around eight o'clock this evening, I proposed that we all return here for a supper hosted by me. We said our goodbyes, and they promised to see us then.
When we arrived home, I virtually undressed Mom in her bedroom. I don't know if it was the allure of seeing that adorable little Georgia with those beautiful tits tonight or what, but my mother looked so hot. Mom got all worked up when Philip gave her the once-over, so she went along with the plan to get undressed and fetch something.
After a quick 69, I managed to get her to stand on all fours so I could grab her doggie-style. It was when her back was directly in front of my glassy-eyed stairs that I went absolutely bonkers. I slammed my palm over her behind, as my member was barely making contact with her damp pussy lips. She let out a cry of anguish from her lips as she flopped forward onto her chest, keeping her upper body in place.
Laying another palm across her ass made my cock ache. It was more challenging this time. When she screamed out in agony, I struck her once again. With an ass between them, both hands came together. With a firm grasp on her hips, I drove my cock home. With each thrust, my work accelerated. With each successive blow, I drove my cock deeper into her pussy and pounded on her behind. Once again, she was making those animal noises as I arched my back and entered her most intimate area. On the bed, we collapsed, dead. I was overwhelmed by this as well. A seasoned adolescent who has been through the hardships of hard fucking.
We were revived after a refreshing shower and a beer. To prepare for tonight, I retired to my room to change. When Mom arrived downstairs, I was halfway through my second beer.
"Mom, you're absolutely stunning." I spoke those words while my jaw was agape. A woman so stunningly gorgeous that I considered luring her back to my bed was my object of desire.
How sweet of you, my love. Are you worried that your friends will write me off as being too elderly to enjoy the evening's activities? Her voice was low and raspy when she spoke.
Every single guy will be vying for your attention because you're so amazing. A horde of men might force me to defend myself. Despite my playful demeanor, I remained gravely concerned about her appearance.
"So, what's your plan B in the event that your pal Philip requests more than just one dance?" she teased.
I promise I will do what you ask of me, Mom. On the other hand, I would make it clear that I am involved in anything you do. Since we had discussed sex with others, I was aware of what she might have intended.
"Mom, are you thinking about having sexual relations with other men and me simultaneously?" Would you prefer having sex with one man or two? Okay, I have a question for you. If Georgia expressed interest in joining the festivities, how would you respond? "Excuse me?" I inquired.
She is Philip's girlfriend, so I suppose she would be up for some fun too—that's something I hadn't considered. She spoke it in a grave tone. A smile spread over her face as her eyes and brows met. I could tell she was considering meeting up with other girls because she had this weird expression on her face. It had to be honest with me: my mother was becoming an exceptionally streamlined machine.
We went in through the back entrance of the hotel and settled into a bar stool.
The proprietor, Cartwright, swung up, whistled, and scowled at Mom. "You look awesome, Gloria." According to him, he extended his hand to her. Clutching his hand, she embraced him. As they kissed, he raised her hand to his mouth.
Mom was revealing her petite, firm breasts and nipples in a delicate halter top. White shorts, which were both snug and short, exposed her delicate behind like it was naked, revealing a mid-drift that reached down to her hips. Her love of exercise and running was evident from her tanned legs and ample muscles. It seemed to me that Cartwright would really like spending time with Mom. The timing, however, has been off thus far. Still, there's plenty of summer left, so we'll take things as they come.
Georgia and Philip entered; she was hot as heck, and they both appeared to be in good health. Philip wore that expression of complete ejaculation. I suppose I also did, though.
Georgia slid in behind me, while Philip occupied the stool across from Mom. It seemed to set the tone for the remainder of the evening, and I think it was rehearsed. Philip did not hesitate to tell Mom that he had feelings for her. The thought of their reactions when they found out she was actually my mother and not just a female companion intrigued and entertained me.
Favorite Son
As Edvin sank his glass into his mother's, he exclaimed, "To you, the best mother a guy could ever ask for." There they were, at brunch, sharing mimosas.
Reachel responded, "You're very kind; thank you, my dear." As she sipped her mimosa, she bent down and planted a peck on her son's cheek. They were enjoying the sunshine outside at one of their favorite restaurants, sitting at a little wrought-iron table. There were only four additional tables in the tiny, hidden garden at the back, and two of those were already filled. There was a live pianist performing piano music through a speaker inside the restaurant.
The weather was perfect for Edvin and Reachel's annual Mother's Day lunch, which they've been enjoying for years. The temperature hovered around 65 degrees, and a dazzling blue sky adorned with wispy clouds added to the scene. While they weren't alone in the garden, the environment encouraged closeness thanks to the flowering vines that adorned the walls. It would have been great to have Edvin's brother Zak there too, but he had to take a summer job and couldn't return. Zak was too enamored with his newfound independence during his first semester of college to spend the summer at home. Edvin was content with his mother's alone time during his absence.
"You're supposed to say I'm your favorite son."
"Now that's not really my style, is it? I must confess, I love both of my boys equally," Reachel winked and remarked. Without a doubt, her two sons were her life's greatest treasures. The relationship between Reachel and her firstborn has always been unique. Even though there was probably some truth to the rumor that Edvin was her favorite, she could never bring herself to confess it publicly; it had always been an internal joke.
They were served more mimosas, and their plates were cleaned by the waiter. Reachel hesitated to ask if they wanted dessert after Edvin had eaten enough.
"If you want something, Mom, have it. You can have anything you want."
"But I really shouldn't. I've been trying to watch what I eat lately."
"Mom, you look fantastic. You're just being silly."
Beaming at her son, Reachel gently grasped his hand and said, "You are such a sweet boy. "If I wish to maintain this appearance, I suppose I will have to forego dessert."
"She'll have the raspberry cheesecake, please."
In response to their exchange, the blonde girl grinned and remarked, "It will be right out."
"You're determined to feed all my vices today, aren't you? First champagne and now cheesecake, what will be next?"
Edvin gazed at his mother as if she were the most exquisite woman alive, and he couldn't help but agree. "Anything you like. And I'm serious, Mom, you look amazing. I don't think one slice of cheesecake is going to make you fat." From the moment he could remember, she had held a unique position in his heart and thoughts. Edvin perceived her to be the most beautiful woman he had ever encountered, and if he had to speculate, the most seductive as well.
He did, in fact, have a crush on his mom when he was younger, as do most boys. His mother, who was stunningly gorgeous by any standard, was the woman he spent the most time with when he first had sexual desires. Always striving for perfection, Reachel sported long, luscious dark hair and a flawless, sun-kissed complexion. At the beach, she looked stunning in her bikini, which she wore on occasion, showcasing her womanly contours. After witnessing his mother in that light, Edvin had mixed feelings about her as a child. At the age of 10, he attempted to express his passion by kissing his mother "like they did in the movies." Surprisingly, his mother did not reprimand or criticize him when he gave her an open-mouth kiss. It was inappropriate for a son to kiss his mother in that way, Reachel stated, adding that she was flattered but that he loved her too much. According to her, Edvin was simply perplexed, and she said that emotions like that were typical of females his age.
Even at the age of forty-four, Reachel retained her dazzling beauty, even after eleven years had passed. Her hair was trimmed to her shoulders and accented with dark blonde streaks; her curves were softer now, as if everything wasn't as tight. She felt like her bikini days were over, but the small laugh lines on her cheeks just added to her beauty. Everyone still looked up when Reachel walked into a room.
A long, narrow box tied with a ribbon was pulled out of Edvin's jacket. On its way to his mom, he shoved it over the table.
Reachel opened the box and inquired, "What is this? I hope you didn't go out and spend a fortune, young man." A delicate anklet of gold clasped with diamonds was contained within. "Edvin, this is way too much. I can't accept this."
"You have to accept it, Mom. I'm not taking it back. "I recollect the summertime one you used to wear and how it always made me feel cool when my mother wore something similar; therefore, I desired to purchase you something that would symbolize the fact that you remain indistinguishable in my eyes."
Reachel felt tears welling up in her eyes. "Edvin, really, it's too much."
Just hand it to me, Edvin commanded.
His mother's foot was resting in a navy heel between his legs when he turned his chair and took her leg. After Reachel subtly tucked her skirt into her thighs, Edvin secured the anklet to her attractive leg just outside her hose. It was perfect, he said.
Reachel embraced him tightly and told him, "You truly are the most thoughtful son a mother could ask for." She was on the verge of having a heart attack from the overwhelming love she felt for her kid. Raising a son of Edvin's caliber made her very proud. He was charming, perceptive, and stunningly gorgeous. Whoever became his wife would be extremely fortunate.
With an inquiry as to whether anything else was required, the server brought Reachel's cheesecake. After hearing Edvin's response that they did not, she gave them space. Even though she didn't eat it, his mom used her fork to poke at the cheesecake.
As Edvin reclaimed the fork from her grasp, he yelled out, "Mom, stop." He gently touched Reachel's large, red lips with a crumbled piece of cheesecake. With a smile, she bid them farewell. After finishing the first piece, he proceeded to devour his mother's entire dessert. Reachel was both amused and embarrassed by how ridiculous she felt. Edvin was incredibly caring, and she couldn't help but feel fortunate to have him by her side. Reachel had faith that her kid would be there for her, no matter how dependable other people were. Her affection for Edvin became deeper after she learned that.
As Reachel wiped her lips with a handkerchief, she remarked, "If you're done feeding me, you can tell me how things are going with Emily."
"They're not. We're on a break right now. She's going to be moving back home, and I'm still going to be at school next year, and we're not sure how the long distance thing is going to work out."
"You could go out there. If you care for this girl, you shouldn't just let her go."
"I don't want to pick up and move halfway across the country, Mom. It's too far away. I really don't want to be more than a couple hours away."
With a firm grip, Reachel took Edvin's hands. "Sweetie, your father and I are fine. You don't have to feel like we're your responsibility. We both want you to live your life."
"But since Dad had the heart attack, I just feel like one of us should be around, and Zak isn't anywhere close."
"You have to live your own life. Can you just give Emily up like that?"
"I don't know. I have a great deal of concern for her; in fact, I may even love her, but perhaps not to the extent that I would venture out there. I don't know, Mom; I miss her already. I'm used to seeing her every day, and now her things are out of the apartment. It just feels weird."
"And I'm sure it's strange to go back to sleeping alone. I know it was strange when your father was in the hospital."
"Who says I'm sleeping alone?" Edvin asked with a mischievous grin.
She asked, "Is your bedroom now equipped with a revolving door?" Reachel chuckled.
"No, I'm pickier than that, but I am taking numbers." They joked around and sipped their mimosas.
Their jokes were completely normal. From the beginning, Reachel and Edvin were inseparable. No topic was off-limits to them, even though outsiders would likely fail to grasp the complexities of their relationship. When Edvin started taking his first girlfriend seriously, Reachel—not his father—gave him the sex talk and even put a condom in his palm. She had the impression that her son would have told her if he wasn't a virgin; therefore, she was very certain that he was. She was absolutely correct; Edvin sought her out to discuss the sensations following his first sex. In her role as protector, Reachel ensured that he would not exploit a girl and then discard her by making sure he knew the significance of sex to a young girl. Even when he asked her uncomfortable questions about oral sex and other things, she answered them all. Reachel turned a vivid shade of scarlet during a couple of their more explicit chats, but she preferred that her kid acquire information from her than from strangers on the street.
"Enough about my love life. How are you and Dad doing?"
"We're good. Your father is," she said quietly, "your father. He's still taking things slowly, but he's working just as hard as ever, and things are going back to normal."
"But?" Edvin sensed a 'but.' Perceiving his mother's feelings, he knew that something was off. A little over a year ago, his father suffered a catastrophic heart attack, which had a profound impact on his mother. Despite coming dangerously close to failing the semester, Edvin was content to spend more time at home than in class since he understood his role. When his mother was physically and emotionally drained, he would often stay up late, holding her till she slept. Edvin came to the realization that he needed to be near home during that period because his mother relied on him. At times, it appeared as though he could provide the kind of support that his father simply couldn't.
"I'm not sure I should talk to you about this. It's very personal, and I know your father wouldn't approve."
"Mom, we've always been able to talk about anything, and I'm not going to run back to Dad and tell him what we've been talking about."
In her thoughts, Reachel vacillated. It was delicate, to be sure, but Edvin was correct; they did discuss everything, and he had grown up. Upon observing his sturdy build, flowing black hair, and powerful countenance, Reachel came to the realization that her kid was actually a man, not a boy. All she wanted was for her words to land softly on his ears.
Her expression changed from worried to relieved as she looked at him and heard him say, "Not everything is back to normal, sweetie. Your father and I haven't been connecting...in the bedroom." She proceeded to tell Edvin how her marriage had been since the heart attack, avoiding any explicit specifics. Edvin was very much like his father—a proud and strong man—and the heart attack had really brought him to his knees, which her spouse had always been. He had changed for the worst. Their sexual life had completely dried up, even though he had returned to working sixty-hour weeks and was even playing golf again. After his heart attack, they attempted to make love multiple times, but he was unable to fully commit. He refused to talk about his issues, even though Reachel was willing to help him overcome them, whether they were mental or physical. When compared to his father, Edvin is completely different in that regard. The months without human interaction were wearing Reachel down. For that reason, she had doubts about her attractiveness. Perhaps she had lost her allure. I totally get it; it was an emotional reaction. He might be having an affair, Reachel thought, but she couldn't believe it. Whatever the case may be, she was extremely lonely, unattractive, and horny after her spouse showed no interest. Sexual relations between Reachel and her husband had always been a high point of their marriage. She was at a loss for what to do in the absence of human intervention. She used to occasionally use her vibrator, but now she felt like she was wearing it out. Sometimes, the physical annoyance was even more intense than the emotional estrangement. After opening up to her kid, Reachel felt a great sense of relief and was wiping away her tears once more.
Edvin held her hands this time and looked deeply into her emerald eyes as he said, "Mom, I didn't know things had been so hard for you."
Feeling silly for taking her issues out on her son, Reachel moved to fix her makeup to avoid looking at him and said, "How could you? It's not something a mother normally comes running to her son with."
"But I'm glad you told me. Really, Mom, I love that you trust me so much."
"I trust you completely, sweetie. You're my beautiful boy."
"And you can't talk to Dad about this? Are you sure? I know he loves you."
"I know he does, but this is one thing I don't think he wants to face."
"Maybe I could say something to him. You know, talk to him, man to man."
"No, your father would be humiliated. I almost wish he was just having an affair because I know how hard this is for him."
"But what about you, Mom? It's hard for you, too. Your feelings count."
"I'm making do; don't worry."
"What do you mean? You're not..."
"No, no, no! I am not cheating on your father. There are other ways to cope, you know. I couldn't pick up a strange man and sleep with him." Edvin looked at her with a puzzled expression. "You know, there are other ways to not feel so lonely." He still didn't appear to get the concept. "I'm sure since Emily left, you've been taking care of things—yourself. Don't make me say it!"
"Oh, I see. I understand now. Yeah, I get what you mean. I apologize; I didn't realize that was your point. I didn't think you, uh, did that." The competition was to determine who could get the reddest.
"I may be your mother, Edvin, but I am also still a woman. And a woman has needs, especially a woman my age. It's true what they say about it getting better as you get older. I'm much more comfortable with things than I was at your age. God, I don't think I had any idea what I was doing back then."
The tension between them was relieved by their playful exchange. "Hey, I think I know what I'm doing, plenty. I haven't had any complaints yet."
She reassured him, "I know you do, my darling," as she patted his hand. "I'm sure the girls in your bedroom are just screaming every night."
"I've heard plenty of screaming. I'm surprised you never heard it, Mom."
It was true; she had. After Edvin's parents went to bed, he would often bring girls home and bring them to his room. Although his dad could slumber through a nuclear exchange, Reachel had been roused from her slumber on multiple occasions by the noises emanating from her son's bedroom, where he had been boasting about his abilities to a few of the girls. She couldn't help but think about how fortunate Edvin's wife must be, even if she wasn't surprised that he was sexually savvy. Reachel had gotten so aroused by listening to her son and his girls that she even touched herself as she listened—even though she would keep the secret until the end of her days.
"I screen that stuff out, honey."
With a wide grin on his face, Edvin said, "Well, at least you are doing something about the situation. That's good." He knew his mother was embarrassed by the subject, and he enjoyed seeing her flush. Even though they could talk about anything, Edvin was the one who revealed things, not the other way around. It was awesome to know that she was quite sexual. He had always liked to see her as more than simply his mom—a full-fledged lady. Hearing his friends talk about his mom made him glad to be a MILF, which he had overheard. His pals were accurate; his mom was stunning. A small part of Edvin carried that first crush with him forever.
"But I must inquire, is it comparable? I mean, I understand that it's pleasurable for a man, but it's not the same. I would be completely helpless if I relied on it," Edvin continued, his focus now on toying with her.
"Are we really talking about this? Maybe you're not so sweet after all." Reachel was chuckling.
"I am a man now, Mom, not a boy."
"Yes, you are—a very handsome one at that. Any woman would be very lucky to have you. If you really want to know, no, it's not the same. I mean, it's good, but it's not the same. I miss being touched and touching back. I want the whole experience, not just the ending."
"I know what you mean. I feel exactly the same. So do you do it often?"
"Stop it right now, Edvin. You can't ask your mother questions like that." Reachel quickly drank her mimosa and felt the champagne bubbles travel directly to her brain. Even though she was only chatting with her kid about these things, she felt guilty and enjoyed herself. Thanks to the champagne, she managed to omit that final detail. To him, it seemed like she was merely passing the time with a dashing young man.
"I thought we could tell each other anything. I'd tell you anything you want to know."
"Really?"
"Sure. Try me."
Reachel wanted to put him in his place and came up with a question that would completely debunk his claims, but it was difficult because it wasn't natural for her to think of her son and sex together. And then she finally said, "What's your favorite sex act?" bluntly.
"That's all you've got? That's an easy one to answer. I love to '69'. Do you know what that is, Mom?"
Reachel knew what it was, but she had no idea she had ever done it. "Yes, of course. I did come of age in the seventies. When do you think all this stuff really started?" She married a man who rarely did anything out of the norm.
"I answered your question, so answer mine. How often do you touch yourself?"
"Why do you want to know so badly? I'm your mother."
"Yes, but you're also a woman, and I'm curious."
"Okay, I'll tell you, but we can't talk about this here in public. Let's get out of here."
After Edvin paid the bill and signaled the waitress to come over, he accompanied his mother to his car, which was parked in a garage a few blocks away. Edvin curled an arm over a tipsy Reachel to keep her from wobbling. Several men gave her appreciative looks as they strolled along the street, which made him proud. Being out with a beautiful woman, even if it was your mother, was always a pleasure. Reachel was careful not to show too much leg as she climbed into the passenger side of his SUV, which he assisted. He climbed into the driver's seat and twisted the key, but he didn't start the engine—just the radio. Edvin reflected on all the dates that concluded in this way, sitting and chatting in the car until the joking around began, as the dark lighting in the parking garage created an intimate atmosphere inside the vehicle.
"Okay, we're alone now; there's no one to overhear."
With her legs tucked in and her dress falling just short of her knees, Reachel turned in her seat to face him and asked, "So what exactly did you want to know, sweetie?"
"I was asking how often you do it, you know, touch yourself."
"At least twice a week, and sometimes more. Do you not find that strange?" She felt an overwhelming sense of shyness.
"Not at all. Hell, I do it almost every day."
"Really? Is that a lot?"
"Not for a guy. We're always horny. How do you do it? Do you use your hand or use a toy?"
Reachel gently held his face in hers and gave him a cheek squeeze. "You are a cheeky one, aren't you? If you must know, I have something I use. It's not like one of those monstrous things; it's just small, and it vibrates. But it's noisy, so I only use it when I am home alone."
"That's pretty cool, Mom."
"So you don't think your old mom is a desperate housewife?"
"Certainly not, and I don't think of you as old. You're sexier than most women my age."
Reachel kissed him and added, "That's a nice, if odd, compliment, sweetie. So you're horny all the time?"
Edvin grinned and appeared to consider the matter. "Yeah, pretty much. If the wind blows in the right direction, I get woody. I hope you're not weirded out by talking like this."
Reachel was the one who got to chuckle next. We can keep our "weird conversation" to ourselves, but it's great to have someone to let our hair down with. I suppose it's just unusual that it's you. Are you aroused at the moment?"
"Why do you want to know?"
"I just want to. You did say I could ask anything."
"Honestly? Yes, I am. Don't think I'm a freak, but all this sex talk is having an effect on me."
Rest assured, my dear; it's very normal. Reachel put a comforting hand on his knee to reassure him.
"Does that mean you're horny too?"
"Maybe a little." Reachel is feeling rather mischievous at the moment. Speaking in general terms was easy, but describing her immediate emotions was a whole other ballgame. She moved in her seat and continued, "Like I said, it's only natural to get turned on talking about sex." She could feel the tingle in her legs more acutely now that she was considering the possibility.
"So are you going to do it when you get home?"
"Touch myself? Are you?"
"Probably."
"I might too, if your father isn't home yet. If he is, I guess I'll have to wait until tomorrow."
"That would be a shame. I'd hate to have to wait."
"It's a shame we have to take care of ourselves. Maybe I can seduce your father when I get home. And I think you should go back and ask that waitress for her phone number. She was very pretty."
"Asking her for her phone number is a long way from not having to take care of myself, Mom. But thanks for thinking of me."
"Yes, and I don't think I'll be able to seduce your father. I don't think he likes it if I try to initiate things."
"That's crazy."
"So I guess we are going to be stuck taking care of ourselves."
"Whoever finishes first should call the other," mused Edvin. The worst part of wearing pants was that his cock was painfully rigid.
"To give a full report?"
"Something like that. Uh, Mom, you might want to look away for a second."
By this point, Reachel was laughing uncontrollably. "Why? Are you going to do it right here?" she asked. Her pulse was pounding at the mere notion of Edvin brandishing it before her. Something was wrong with her, and she had no idea what it was.
"No, unless you really wanted to share everything, but I do need to adjust myself."
She said, "Alright, go ahead." Reachel averted her gaze while maintaining a vigilant watch. He stretched his legs and smoothed down a large protrusion in his pants. The size of his bump and its seeming extent down his pant leg were both noticed by her.
Edvin said, "You peeked!"
She said, "I did not." Her complexion was a rich pink.
"You so did. I saw it! You looked at my crotch."
"How can you accuse your mother of such a thing? You're crazy."
"Since you did, I can do it too. Feel free to have a look if you so desire. Have faith in me.
With a newfound awareness of her proximity to his manhood, Reachel touched his calf once more and whispered, "That's sweet." She then allowed her hand to linger on his.
Do you know what you're thinking, Mom?" Edvin's voice remained low as he struggled to find his voice. A flood of mixed emotions washed over him. He knew he shouldn't be dwelling on his identity, but he couldn't help it. Whether or not his mother was present, he couldn't shake the thoughts of sex, and he couldn't make them stop. Her reaction made him wonder how she felt. However, as a typical young man, Edvin viewed his mother as superior to him and couldn't fathom her sharing his feelings.
"I am uncertain. Edvin, what's on your mind? Her son's efforts led her to believe that Edvin must be experiencing similar emotions, and Reachel responded with care. How had they arrived at this point? Reachel's thoughts were entirely improper.
Although Edvin couldn't believe he was saying it, he knew he would always wonder if he hadn't. "I was thinking maybe we don't have to take care of ourselves alone," he forced himself to continue, swallowing hard as he did so. We may be each other's saviors.
I don't understand. Reachel was gasping for air.
I am not referring to sexual relations. I simply intended that we could, uh, handle things and get somewhere as a team.
"In what location?" Fearing she appeared overly enthusiastic, Reachel inquired.
Edvin wasn't interested in taking her to his bed, so they couldn't go to his house. However, there were a number of nearby hotels and motels; perhaps they could find a room at one of them.
With a simple "Okay," Reachel responded.
Edvin jangled the keys as he started the SUV and guided it out of the garage. His mother placed her hand on his leg, precisely below the area where his cock throbbed, while he drove. God wanted her to move her hand up, and she so wanted to, but neither of them made a move. Edvin chose a motel on the edge of town where he was sure no one they knew would see them. It wasn't a complete dive, but it wasn't a Marriott either. He went inside and paid cash while Reachel stayed in the car, fighting the urge to run away. She knew they were crossing a line they shouldn't, but she couldn't stop herself. It had been so long since her husband touched her—since she'd had anything sexual in her life—that she wanted to do this. She reasoned that if they were simply masturbating, there would be no physical contact, and thus the situation would not qualify as incest.
Reachel retreated to the bathroom, leaving Edvin to survey the cramped room. The room consisted of a single queen-sized bed, nightstands on either side, and a dresser with a TV on top. He adjusted the drapes so they were tightly drawn and turned on the inexpensive lamps next to the bed. Edvin couldn't help but wonder what he was getting himself into—becoming hostile toward his mother, much alone in her presence—which seemed impossible earlier in the day. But now he was convinced he would have no problem, especially if he could observe her intimate movements. The secrets of her body, which he had briefly wondered about when he was younger, were about to be revealed. He sensed that they were embarking on a journey they would never return from, and he couldn't help but wonder what their relationship would be like after this.
"Would you mind helping me turn the bed down, sweetie?" Reachel asked, her jacket falling to one of the hangers in the makeshift closet. Her navy dress, though not figure-hugging, hugged her curves beautifully; her arms were exposed, and the length of her skirt fell just above her knee. As Edvin stared at her, he felt the same mix of confidence and nervousness he had as a virgin. With Reachel's help, they lowered the comforter to the foot of the bed, and they turned the sheets down. Reachel walked around the bed, and they embraced tightly, neither of them prepared to let go. "Are you sure you want to do this?" She inquired.
Edvin held her face in his hands and said, "Yes, I'm sure, as long as you're okay with it." She nodded, and he kissed her softly. It resembled a conventional peck on the lips that they might have shared, but it was much more. Her red lips were so full and soft, and he lingered there. Neither of them could breathe, and Edvin felt his desire rise in him like a wave. He lightly kissed her once more before Reachel's tongue protruded from her lips and he opened his own. Their tongues met tentatively, just brushing as if to explore each other, but then something clicked between them, and they went for it. Reachel opened her mouth fully and kissed her son with all the power of her pent-up desire. She reminisced about a time many years ago when he attempted to kiss her in such a manner that required her to instruct him on what was acceptable. He was an exceptional kisser. At the moment, propriety didn't matter. What mattered was how horny they both were. She squeezed Edvin with her arms under his sport coat and marveled at how strong and solid he was. He could just sweep her up and take her, she thought. He was truly a wonderful kisser. As Reachel applied pressure to him while feeling his cock penetrate her abdomen, her stomach began to flutter. Their kiss broke, and she laid her head on his chest while she caught her breath.
Looking up into his clear, blue eyes, Reachel replied, "That was very nice, sweetie." Despite her heels, she was still several inches shorter than him. "Sure, let's get started, OK?""
"Absolutely," he replied, planting a kiss on her forehead.
Reachel pushed his jacket from his broad shoulders and then loosened his tie while he set it aside. She helped him with his first few buttons, enjoying the peek at his sparsely-haired chest, and then he took over while she stepped away and reached for her zipper, which she couldn't quite get. When Edvin had removed his shirt, he had quite a nice chest, she thought, so she asked for his help. She turned her back to him and swept her hair to the side while he took the small zipper between his fingers and drew it down her back. He put his hands inside the split and rubbed her bare back and shoulders, which felt so wonderful. His hands were so gentle and strong, just as she knew they would be. She moved away before she wouldn't be able to, pulled her dress down, and stepped out of it.
Edvin stared in astonishment at his mother as she stood before him in a lacy black set. The bra had a demi-cup shape with wide-set straps and a good lift that made her breasts look larger than they actually were. The pants had a cut that accentuated her smooth white thighs. To his surprise, she wasn't wearing pantyhose but white thigh-highs that stood on their own. Edvin's gaze wandered over her alluring curves, trying to memorize her every detail because he knew he would never have another opportunity like this.
Reachel informed him, "I've always hated pantyhose. Just in case you were wondering, I never wear them." She then noted that his gaze remained fixed on her legs. I don't like how limited they are.
"I love thigh-highs; they're great."
Do I still have it, then? She grinned timidly and struck a stance.
In my entire life, I have never seen a more beautiful woman than you. Mother, you are really attractive.
After letting him soak in his words, Reachel posed for him, feeling more attractive than she had in a long time. At last, she questioned, "Are you going to spend the whole afternoon staring at me or are you going to finish undressing?""
"Oh, right."
Edvin dropped his pants and was going to leave them on the floor until his mother corrected him and he hung them up. His cock protruding from his black boxer briefs caused him to feel self-conscious as his mother observed. There was a big wet spot on the front from where his cum had been leaking. He watched Reachel unhook her bra and lay it aside, and he was quite impressed by her breasts. Although they did not appear to be twenty years old, the way they hung and swayed with each step was quite seductive. They were much more than a handful, and he thought his father must be a breastman. Her nipples were dark red, thick, and full as they stood up, pointing straight at him. A cameo on a gold chain hung between her breasts. He knew there were pictures of him and his brother inside. He couldn't think of anything.
"I suppose we're going to do this," Reachel replied, peering over and holding Edvin's hand.
"Unless you've changed your mind."
Okay, I'd like to. It's very exciting." She lightly touched the lump by moving her hand over his boxers after traversing his bare chest. It was very hard for her to keep her hands to herself. Lifting her hips off the bed, she rolled her hips down her full thighs and off completely. The only thing covering her now were the stockings. There was a narrow landing strip of dark hair above her shaved, swollen lips. She looked over and watched expectantly while Edvin pulled his boxers down and discarded them. His cock sprang out, and she audibly gasped. Her son was a big boy, like his father. At least seven inches, she guessed, and almost as thick as her wrist. Her first thought was how he would feel inside her. As she stared at his cock, she reached between her legs and touched herself.
Mom, I know you're anxious to begin, aren't you? As a joke, Edvin said.
Her ashamed expression changed to one of "sorry" as she withdrew her hand.
"I was only joking; it tastes great. This is great.
He returned her hand to her genitalia, where it remained while she gently touched her lips. Meanwhile, he took his shaft in his other hand and stroked it up and down. He was staring too, at her whole body, at the way her breasts, flattened to the sides, rose and fell, at the way her soft stomach seemed to quiver as she touched herself, and at his hand over hers as she moved it slowly. We're really doing this, he thought. He was squeezing his cock and rubbing the head with his thumb. He was still leaking cumulus, which helped with lubrication. His head was so sensitive, and he moaned while he touched himself. Reachel opened her lips, and he took his hand away as she dipped her fingers lower and groaned. Her fingers came up damp, and she smeared the dampness all over herself, making her lips slick and
Her son's cock hypnotized Reachel. She stroked her fingers between her lips, pretending to tease herself with the big tool. She dipped her fingers deeper and swept up toward her clitoral area, but she didn't touch it. She was enjoying the experience to the fullest, drawing things out. As she watched Edvin engage in cockwork, she imitated his finger movements, licked her parched lips, took a deep breath, and grooaned inwardly. Eventually, she touched her clitoral area, and she couldn't help but cry out as a little earthquake shook her body.
The way his mother bit her lower lip and longed for a passionate embrace was admirable, but Edvin found it maddening to be unable to touch her. "Mom," he mumbled, his body quivering slightly. "Wow," he groaned.
"Oh, sweetie, your cock is so beautiful," Reachel moaned. She couldn't resist reaching out and wrapping her hand around his. She lifted her hips off the bed and grasped his hand around his genitalia. She couldn't help but exclaim once more, and he didn't seem to mind. She pressed her fingers between his and felt his smooth, hot shaft for herself. Before she knew it, Edvin removed his hand, and she found herself stroking his cock as well. The moisture on her fingers caused by her pussy enabled her to move up and down with ease. Her other fingers were busy deep inside her, but she knew they would each be so much deeper.
Edvin caressed her, but he refrained from taking her hand below. He enjoyed seeing how she stimulated herself, so he cupped her breast and massaged the soft flesh. He caressed her nipple, and Reachel moaned, "Sweetie, yes." He rolled her nipple, and she moaned even louder, pressing closer to his touch. Edvin pinched her nipple, hoping not to hurt her, but Reachel responded, "Mmm, yes, that's so good, sweetie." Hearing his mother say, "You can pinch it hard," nearly caused Edvin to lose control of his load. He rolled onto his side and now had command of both of her breasts.
Reachel rolled over onto her side as well, and they were so near that his fingertip touched her thigh. Their eyes met in a passionate, longing gaze, and they missed each other so much that they didn't care if it was wrong. This was their time, and they were completely alone in the motel room, with no one else around to judge them or interfere with their passion.
Edvin, is it time to end this? Reachel murmured softly.
"I don't want to."
"I am not either. My darling, I desire you.
"I want you too, Mom."
They kissed just as strongly as before, but now their hands were very busy. They explored each other's bodies, and Edvin pushed a finger inside her while he slid down on the bed and covered her chest with his mouth. Reachel couldn't reach his cock anymore, but she gripped handfuls of sheets while he drove her crazy with his mouth. He sucked on her nipples so hard it bordered on pain, but that was what Reachel loved, and she moaned louder and louder as she came closer to cumming. She was overcome with emotion because it had been an eternity since her last tender moment, and it was from such an attractive young man. She wanted Edvin to explore and experience every part of her. When he moved lower, she spread her legs as wide as she could and ran her fingers through his hair while he kissed her thigh.
Edvin, you're really obsessive," she exclaimed with a gasp.
"I'm delighted; that is precisely the plan," he said with a grin as he passionately kissed the area of her thigh beneath her pussy. The aroma of her arousal made him salivate, and he dove headfirst into kissing her full, pink, juicy lips. She screamed, and he continued to kiss her passionately all over, including her clitoral area. Reachel dug her nails into his scalp, thrusting her hips up at him while yelling his name, and Edvin was overjoyed to make his mother feel so good.
Reachel's cough engulfed her completely. She experienced an overwhelming surge of pleasure, as if she were weightless and surging on waves of pleasure. Suddenly, a tidal wave engulfed her, and she was completely engrossed in her orgasm. Breathing became impossible, her vision blurred, and her hearing was lost in her orgasm. Reachel had never experienced anything like this before, and she had no idea she could. She believed this to be the pinnacle of physical pleasure.
Coming down from her own orgasm, Reachel wanted to give her son just as much pleasure, and she remembered what he'd told her in the car. She pulled him up on top of her, and they kissed. She could taste herself, perhaps for the first time, and didn't find it unpleasant at all. As they struggled, Edvin's face was so drenched in her juices that she could feel them smearing on hers. With gentle nudging, Reachel turned Edvin over so that she was lying on top of him and then pulled away just long enough to turn around and grab his cock. She stroked him up and down while her pussy hovered just above his face. Reachel, sensing Edvin spread her open and then kiss her pussy once more, licked his shaft up and down while using her tongue to bathe him in his musky flavor. Despite the fact that his balls were dense, weighty, and covered in hair, she proceeded to kiss him while sucking on them until she detected his moaning. Although she had never acted in this manner toward his father, she was so lustful for Edvin that it seemed impossible for her to restrain herself. Reachel found it difficult to focus on his protrusion as her son held her open with his thumbs and flicked his tongue back and forth across her clitoral region. Despite this, she forced herself to pay attention by extending her mouth as wide as it ever could to accommodate his circumference. He slid past her lips, and she bobbed slowly up and down, taking more and more food into her mouth. With her mouth wide open and eyes closed, she caused an increasing portion of his cock to vanish. Edvin's focus was temporarily removed from her pussy as she vigorously sucked him, and she could faintly hear him moaning from between her thighs. Reachel had both her hands flat on the bed, and she held herself up as she bobbed faster and faster, making sloppy sucking sounds while her hair, always so perfect, fell around her. She'd taken just about all of him, relaxing her throat and breathing through her nose. Edvin's sounds indicated her progress, and she became more resolute than ever before in her quest to induce him to cum. Reachel was impressed with what a selfless lover her son was as he continued to kiss her pussy, which felt wonderful, and as he fingered her.
Edvin was ascending at an accelerating rate, and his mother swallowed his cock without pausing. She'd taken more of him than most of the girls he'd dated, and he was very impressed by her skills. He had no idea that the mouth that kissed his cuts and scrapes when he was little would be so good at this too. His mom was going at it like she really loved to suck cock. It only took another minute or so, and he lost all control. He thought he should warn her, but he was cumming so fast that it was impossible. He shuddered and shook and cried out, "Moooommmm..." and shot his load into her mouth and down her throat. He was astonished that she continued to hold him in her mouth while sucking even harder, eagerly swallowing the entire load without losing a single drop. He was right; his mom was the sexiest woman.
Both Reachel and Edvin lay there gasping for air as Reachel rolled off Edvin and onto her back. She savored the flavor by licking her lips. The last time she swallowed was a memory void for her. It could be throughout your time at university. Definitely prior to Edvin's birth. She no longer gave her husband her head for any reason other than to set the stage for sexual relations. She didn't want to stand out, so she did what she thought Edvin's girlfriends normally did. Surprisingly, she found enjoyment in it. She felt justified in going to extreme lengths if she wanted to rip him off, even though it wasn't exactly a treat. She hoped he had a wonderful day, as she believed this was their final destination. Edvin, however, remained at half mast as she cast a sidelong glance in his direction. Normally, his dad would have called it a day, but he seems prepared to tackle the challenge once more. Without a doubt, she was. She was even more aroused after Edvin stomped on her again following her initial visit.
Mom, I can't believe what I just saw. You're great. "Listen," Edvin murmured, caressing her lower calf through her socks. He felt revitalized and ready to tackle the day, unlike his usual state after sex. Both he and his mother had more work to do. "I can't believe Dad doesn't want you every day."
I appreciate your kind words. Dude, you're pretty awesome on your own. Never before have I felt that way.
"Really?"
Yes, I assure you. You're fantastic.
Beaming with joy, Edvin replied. Receiving his mother's approval in such a unique manner was an added bonus to his passion for it. "Are we finished?" He took a risk.
"Not unless you want to be."
They were completely absorbed in each other's company as Reachel tumbled into his arms as he turned over on the bed. She caressed his member, and Edvin reverted to full steel, his lips and fingers maintaining her lubrication and readiness for him. She dipped one leg as he petted her pussy following his backward roll. Reachel helped him to her by grabbing his cock, and he slowly inserted himself. As he pierced her, she let out a moan and pressed her claws into his shoulder. Is this what we're actually doing? She was perplexed. They were, and her desires were unquenchable. She whimpered in pain as he withdrew halfway in; she wanted him all. He retreated until his tip was just touching her lips. He gradually re-entered the room and repeated the process until Reachel was on the verge of pleading with him to give her the item. She clamped down on Edvin before he even pushed inside her, crushing down. Then she had to plead.
"Edvin, my god! You feel amazing! As he remained within her, her tummy grew enormous. He was ecstatic at the sensation. With her passionate demands, she pressed herself against him, and he obliged, beginning with a gentle, seductive beat so she could savor each inch of his penetration. He sped up his movements only when they could both make out her squishing sounds.
"Awful, Mother! Holy cow, you're gorgeous. "I adore you," Edvin groaned. For a young boy, making love to his mom was the most unforgettable event of his life. He could feel every movement within her. He felt alone, and no one else could compare. His muscular hips pushed her down onto the mattress as he drove into her at an ever-increasing pace. As Reachel gazed up at him adoringly, she clenched her thighs around him and pressed her nails into his shoulders.
I adore you, my darling! Goddamn it, Edvin, keep going! It is mine to have. Holy cow!
"Mom, Mom, mommmm..."
"My goodness, my darling! Never, ever give up! "Oh my gosh!"
Even though it wasn't quite as intense as the previous time, Reachel's return was nevertheless a tremor, and she collapsed into a goopy, throbbing puddle of pleasure. Normally, her orgasms would be short but intense, but Edvin's persistent thrusting made her climax last much longer than usual. She assumed another orgasm was about to begin where the last one had ended, so she sat bolt upright and gazed blankly ahead. To her, it was mind-blowing to be multi-orgasmic for the first time.
Reachel encircled Edvin's legs to prevent him from escaping as Edvin rolled them once again. He held her up with his powerful arms, and she slid forward and back on his member, rocking back and forth and, if anything, riding him harder than he had her. Perhaps out of fear for her safety, Reachel rode her child as rough as she could, proving to him that she had always enjoyed it hard. As he drew Reachel closer, licked and bit her nipples while she fucked him, she erupted in yet another scream. She was certain she was cumming again, even though she couldn't believe it. Neither the length of time she remained on top of him nor the frequency of her actual visits were clear to her. The length of time Edvin remained motionless astounded her. He continued to roll her over, bring her legs back to her chest, and slam her even after she finished. He apparently no longer cares about injuring her.
Indeed, Edvin was engulfed in flames. He knew he could hold it for a long time after cumming once in her mouth, but it was still a struggle. Edvin was hell-bent on giving his mom the fucking life, not because he felt competitive with his dad. There will never be another event like this. Despite his doubts, he imagined she would return at least ten times based on her screams and commands to continue fucking her. For as long as he could administer it, Reachel appeared to be able to handle it. After forty-five minutes of screwing his mother, he gave in and shot his load. He got inside her even though they weren't wearing protection. The idea that he could rouse his mother was completely foreign to him. Reachel also didn't feel concerned about it. She longed for Edvin to cum inside her beyond all else, despite the fact that his father had been slashed years earlier.
They enjoyed the afterglow by lying in each other's arms after they finished. Reachel fell asleep because she felt so loved and secure with Edvin. She was more satisfied than ever before. While his mother slept, he sat and savored the sensation of her warm, kind body against his own.
Edvin roused Reachel from her slumber, and the two of them hugged and kissed. Reachel was impressed with his ability to go again as their love rekindled. They stayed in bed and made out for twenty more minutes until they had to get out. Reachel located a shower cap and took a shower first, observing the red marks on her skin from Edvin's mauling and how enflamed her pussy appeared. She took solace in the fact that her spouse no longer showed any interest in her physical appearance. Even though she was covering herself with a towel, she couldn't help but admire Edvin's confident stride as they were in the shower together. Her son was physically impressive.
Edvin eagerly observed her as she applied her makeup and changed into her clothes, well aware that this would be her final appearance in that state. That made him sad. Until now, he had doubted that his own experience could compare. After they were all set, he checked the parking lot and saw that nobody was around, so he accompanied his mom to the car.
Reachel noticed that her voicemail was empty when he drove her home as the sun dipped below the horizon. It was as if her husband couldn't care less about her whereabouts for the past few hours. Tragically, their day was coming to a close as she clutched Edvin's hand as he drove. She longed for Mother's Day to continue on indefinitely and resisted the need to let him go.
Edvin, I am at a loss for words. In a positive way, today defies description.
Thank you. Like you, Mom, I adore it. We are inseparable. I was completely unaware of your capabilities, yet you really floored me. I will always remember this.
She grinned and rubbed his lap. If nothing else, I hope it occupies your thoughts when you're by yourself. Rest assured, it will occupy my thoughts. However, returning to our regular lives is now imperative. Is it going to be alright if we stay together?"
Sure thing. To me, you are first and foremost my mother.
My heart aches for you, my darling. At this moment, you might be my favorite.
Before Reachel departed, they kissed one more time and laughed, but it was more than just a passionate kiss. There was complete silence between them for several days. There was no way for either of them to let go of the idea that this was an isolated incident. All Edvin could think about was that afternoon with Reachel, and she longed to have Edvin again. However, when their phone conversation broke the ice, everything went back to normal, sort of. As a family, they passed the first exam, and there was absolutely no indication of anything amiss from their nonverbal cues. Nevertheless, things evolved between them.
They spoke about having sex a lot and almost having sex over the phone more than once. Edvin told his mom everything about his new girlfriend without holding back. Hearing about his adventures made her feel fortunate, and she was overjoyed to learn about them. After her heart attack, she did resume having sex with his dad, but it wasn't the same. Both the frequency and intensity were low. On a regular basis, Reachel would still masturbate.
They acted like grownups for the following twelve months, refusing to think about that fateful afternoon in bed again. However, Mother's Day was quickly approaching once more, and despite their lack of discussion, they both had a sneaking suspicion that it might involve more than just brunch. Not wanting to repeat the mistake they made a year ago, Reachel began using birth control for the first time in over twenty years, just to be careful. Before Edvin left, he made sure his girlfriend knew he wouldn't be home till late.
The following Mother's Day, they returned to the identical motel. The same room was requested by Edvin. They remained in bed together all day, making love until it was nightfall. It was the beginning of a new custom, and for many years they would return to their secret spot on Mother's Day and spend the day in bed, spoiling each other in every way possible.
The conclusion
Best Lover
It had been my lifelong goal to marry my mom once she got a divorce from my dad. My declaration of affection for my mother solidified its veracity. She could feel my undying love for her in my gaze.
My mother spoke softly, looking directly into my eyes, and added, "You said you loved me."
Murmuring to my mother, "Yes, you are the most important thing in my life," I expressed my affection for her.
She stared into his eyes for what seemed like an eternity before she finally spoke.
"You mean, in that way?" she blurted out with a noticeable amount of difficulty.
"I simply desired for you to be informed," I whispered slowly. "I just wanted you to know that I love you, no matter what happens. I have always loved you. I always will, and I'll always be here for you."
She appeared perplexed. Uncertainty consumed her. Or say. Still, she stared at me nonstop.
She let out a final sigh and said, "Funny, isn't it?" "The only man in the world who truly loves me is my son. That is so distressing."
She gently squeezed his thigh once more. I locked eyes with hers.
"If only. If only," she whispered in a low voice. "What if it were..."
"I simply desire for you to be informed," he whispered. "I'm here for you, Mother. I'm here for you in any way you need me. Just tell me what I can do to make you happy again."
She kept looking directly into mine. It seemed like she was trying to find a solution. A solution to her misery and isolation.
She spoke gently, pausing for a few seconds before continuing slowly. "I could never commit myself again. Unless he promised to give me his undying love."
"My love for you will last forever and ever," I whispered in return.
Her dart-blue blouse revealed her swollen breasts as her saree dangled from her chest, capturing my uncontrollable gaze.
The love, desire, and insatiable yearning for her body that my mother witnessed in my son's eyes were palpable.
As soon as she averted her gaze, her fingers rose and moved away from my aching cock. In my mind, I had gone overboard. Excessively so.
However, while I was watching her, her other hand went up to her top button on her blouse. Afterwards, she cautiously removed the first hook while gazing down at her hands. He attempted to gulp down the bale of cotton that had appeared in his mouth out of nowhere. He watched in bewildered awe as she unhooked the second hook with her fingers. As a result, her black lace bra peeked out from under her shirt as the third hook came undone.
As she delicately undid her blouse, I observed. As she reached up to put his hand on her shoulder, his heart was suddenly racing. Lifting it up to her breast, she silently lowered it to her blouse opening. She released his grip after pressing his palm into the hole. She brought one hand to her lap and then brought it back down to his leg, and I found it difficult to breathe. However, as soon as her palm made contact with my thigh, she swiftly transferred it to the conspicuous outline of my cock, which was in close proximity to my pants.
I sat there, bewildered, with his arm around her shoulders and his palm on the warm flesh under her top. Feeling her delicately squeeze it through his pants sent a surge of intense pleasure coursing through my member. Without the courage to breathe, I gently placed his hand on her right breast. With his quivering fingers, I traced the delicate edge of her brassiere and delicately slipped them under it, touching the supple skin of her breast. I felt my mother's fingertips tickling the underside of my cock as I continued to move it into her bra. As I glanced down, I noticed that she was delicately removing the fly of my pants.
As the lace of her bra caressed his palm, my exploring fingertips caressed her enlarged nipple. The more I defiantly slipped his fingers into her bra, the more excitement surged through my genitalia. Lastly, I was able to cup the heavy, solid breast that was lying there. Right now, my hand is hurting from the huge, protruding nipple.
I watched in breathless anticipation as she delicately split my pants' openings and slipped her hand inside.
After removing my fingers from beneath her large, hefty tit, I discovered her protruding nipple once more. Gently twisting and tweaking the rubbery pap, I teased and played with it.
I felt a tiny, audible gasp as my mother's fingers met my rock-solid prick. She fondled and used her fingers to measure the length and circumference of his thick, seven-inch penis, smugly assuming that she was surprised by its size.
He delightedly informed himself that he had never felt the nipple of a woman's breast in his entire life. I bet she's hotter than I was.
As I relished the sensation of her nipple against my fingers, I felt her eyes on me as she skillfully guided my large, rigid member into my underwear. The large, crimson head of the creature gradually emerged. The brown shaft with the protruding blue veins followed it slowly. Finally, with my mother's heated palm curled around it, the last of it slithered out.
As she gazed down at the large, protruding member of the adolescent cock, her pupils briefly enlarged.
She delicately whispered, "My..." as she ran her fingers up the impressively thick shaft, twisting and rubbing them together. "Son, you are..."
She eventually lifted her hand after several leisurely, delectable minutes. While he let his member dangle loosely in midair, she reached up and gently took his hand off her shirt.
With delirium, I pondered, "What now?" I saw my mother leaning forward, putting her hands on the cushion, and slowly standing up while I was in a daze from testosterone. Subsequently, she removed the saree from her corpse. I moaned as I beheld her tiny blue coat, her exposed tummy, and her deep navel just inches away from me. It was very alluring and seductive.
As she drew me close, my mother held my face. Passionately, I buried his face in her fleshy tummy and began kissing her there. I kissed her all over; her skin was so smooth it felt like butter. My mother let out a pleasurable groan as my tongue plunged into Namratha's deep navel. Everything was crystal clear to her.
I could feel her fingers running over his hair as she gently drew him away. She kissed his cheeks and groaned, asking, "Oh Beta, what are we doing, dear?"
As she stared directly into my eyes, she took her blouse off.
This was the most sensual thing I had ever seen. How revealing. The sight of her breasts, encased in a delicate black brassiere, was titillating.
Returning to the couch, she sat down gingerly. Muttering, "Son, may I touch you again?" she asked softly.
He couldn't make sense of it all because everything was happening so fast. She gazed at him expectantly as my member protruded from the gap in his pants. Finally, I woke up and responded, "Yes, Ma..."
Sitting down next to him, Maa shoved me onto the couch. "Oh beta, did I make you so hard? So big and so hard."
As she gently grasped my penis in her left hand, she dangled my underwear below my knees and teased me. "Let Ma take care of this, my darling," she whispered, gazing into my eyes as I stared in awe as my mother wet her right palm with her spit and began to caress me.
From her bust to her cheeks, my gaze whirled. Ecstatically inebriated, I remarked, "Her hands were so much nicer than mine during my previous masturbations."
She tickled my penis and peeled back my foreskin, bringing joy to her child in the process.
"I moaned, "Oh my God, mother, I adore you," as I placed his aching member in her grasp.
She leaned up close and planted kisses on his cheeks, eyes, and forehead. "Beta, I love you. I love you so much."
I shouted out in shock as I felt my mother's hand on my penis just before I was about to climax.
I naively convinced myself that this was the pinnacle of pleasure as my mother performed the most exquisite hand job imaginable.
Namratha felt a shudder go through him as he watched his pre-cum drain out. This delighted her.
I peered down at her ample tits, which were subtly wriggling in her brassiere. She was clutching her mangalsutra.
I thought, in a sick way, that it was a miracle. Given the increasing intensity of our feelings for each other, I should have removed his wad sooner rather than later. The overwhelming desire to come, nevertheless, was difficult for me to resist. The joy that was emanating from my peter would not subside if I gave up. I wished it would go on forever. I mean, really, keep going. The struggle, however, was fruitless. My mother sped up, and I moaned.
"Maaa, I..."
As Maa whispered, "It is ok, Beta; it is ok," the volume dropped.
Then I showed up, and he acted as if I hadn't been there before. My ecstasy sent shivers down my spine as I jerked up, sending my cum flying over the floor.
Namratha, my mother was astounded by my son's climax because it was so dramatic and intense that she realized there was no going back.
My cock once more pulsed, and the gunfire ceased just as I had anticipated it would continue indefinitely.
I moaned and said, "Maa."
With a gentle touch, she brushed her cumin-stained palms away from my head. My apology was the following: "Ma, I'm sorry."
Her laughter had a raspy quality to it. "Oh, Beta, it's alright. It's you... I'm not bothered; I have to go," she said, her voice quivering as if she were struggling with doubt.
She spoke up and said, "Clean that," gesturing towards the pool of urine on the sofa.
After that, she stood up and trudged toward the restroom while holding onto her blouse.
I zipped up my jeans and fastened the zipper the second my mom left the bathroom and closed the door. I was immediately sweeping up the enormous cum puddle that had formed on the sofa.
What should I do next? Wringing out the stain, I pondered. The abrupt return to mother and son at the end of the adventure with my mom let me down. Intimacy, I had assumed, would endure when it was over. I was taken aback when she suddenly demanded that he clean up the mess they had caused before hurriedly leaving for the bathroom. Sipping my drink, I sat in the chair after finishing up the mess and waited for my mother to come back. I had no idea what to anticipate.
Finally, the door swung open, and she strode out as if nothing had transpired. She had her blouse buttoned again. She retrieved the saree and put it on while standing next to the sofa. In my opinion, it was just another attractive sight that he found irresistible. After she had changed into her clothes, she took a seat.
"Well..." she said, meeting my gaze directly.
Something about her question—"Uh, well, what?"—confused me.
She said, "Was it good?"
"Good," I managed to mutter, breaking my expression into a forced smile. "It was fantastic, beyond my wildest expectations. But... Ma, are you okay?"
Ignoring his second query, she piped up, "Was it good enough to give up your freedom for?"
"What? What do you mean? Freedom?" I blurted out.
"You remember that I told you I could never commit to another man unless I knew that he was committed to me?" I responded.
Uh, yeah, I murmured.
Her tone was one of strictness as she declared, "That man would have to forsake all other women and love only me."
"Uh, yes, okay, but what does that have to do with us?" she responded.
"You hinted earlier that you were that man," she added, fixing her gaze on me. "Are you?"
"Huh?" I mumbled under my breath.
"Are you saying that you would commit to me? Without a doubt?" she inquired.
Uh, yes, Ma. I... believe," I whispered.
"There's no room for interpretation here. You can only answer yes or no," she stated with an air of strictness.
"Yes," I whispered beneath my breath.
What she really wanted to know was if I would marry her.
In utter bewilderment, I stared at her with wide eyes and a dropped jaw.
"Marry you?" I managed to stammer out at last.
"Yes, marry me," she proclaimed with conviction.
"But how? You're my mother," I moaned, truly perplexed.
"I'll handle the details. Will you marry me?" she said, her voice filled with concern.
"Yeah...yes...yes...I'll marry you. I don't know how, but I'll marry you if that's what you want," I informed you.
"Good beta," she said with a smile, and then added, "The wedding is scheduled for this Monday."
"Wedding?"
"Yes, wedding...on Monday."
"Would you be willing to be my husband?" she inquired.
The answer was "yes," I replied. "That means, you know, we will be legally wed, and... we can, can we?" I questioned with trepidation.
Namratha made fun of me by asking, "Can we what Beta?"
"Oh, Ma, you know, can we really be like husband and wife? Do you know?"
"Have sex on the first night," she whispered.
I gave a sign of agreement.
She paused, looked at me like a mother with a serious gaze, and said, "Of course," while laughing. "But after we're married, I want to be your wife before you can do what you have in mind."
My gripe was that it was only Tuesday, and it was only Friday. "That's 3 days away."
"Absence makes the heart grow fonder, Son; it is only 3 days," she was chuckling. "Patience is a virtue, and besides, I don't want to force this on you if you want to reconsider."
"Oh, Ma, I am determined not to think twice," I declared with conviction.
Namratha walked up to pat his head as he was close to me. "I know"
I moaned, "Oh, okay," as I saw my wife walk away, her short skirt revealing her behind.
Even though everything moved at a snail's pace, the remainder of the week was a living nightmare. Because I was too timid to ask, my mother forbade any kind of physical contact with me.
Even my mother was frightened by the untamed appetite I exhibited. During those days, she would often get moist from thinking about them and their activities. On top of that, she got me to swear I wouldn't masturbate. He had to muster up all his resolve to comply.
On Monday, at long last, I had tea with Maa, who then dispatched me to the market with a list. Despite the unusual glint in her eyes, she continued to play the role of his mother that day.
I had never gone shopping before for anything like that.
Lovely jasmine blossoms
• Two floral arrangements
His very own brand-new white Kurta pajama set
And then......
• A package of adult sperm!
On the way back home, my thoughts were racing.
My mom asked, "I got everything," as she took the bags away from me.
"Yes, Ma," I murmured directly to her. In spite of her unremarkable hairstyle and ordinary saree, she managed to look stunning. However, I noticed that she was holding mehendi.
The luggage was placed on the living room table by Maa, who then turned to face me. Her fingers caressed my digits as she raised my hands to her mouth and kissed them. "Are you sure about this beta?"
Sure, I gave a little nod. "Yes, Ma, yes, are you..."
Then she grinned. "Yes, dear, I have made you wait for a long time. I have waited for a long time."
My mom cooked supper, so we ate it early in the day. My mother lovingly offered me dal and chapathi, and they tasted exquisite.
We will have a modest ceremony in their puja room, and she informed me that she has discovered an appropriate moment (mahurath) at 8:30 PM that night. She kindly requested that I take a bath and be in the puja room by 8:15.
Once we finished washing the dishes, I escorted her to her room on the second floor. After getting dressed, I put on my new dress. It seemed as if I were actually getting married; the whole thing felt so real.
I arrived at the puja room at 8.15 and was astounded by what I witnessed. The lamps were lit, and a little havan (fire) was set up by my mother. She stood there, patiently awaiting my arrival. She was wearing a rich red silk saree, which covered her head. Her hair was a floral crown, and she wore makeup. Raj was oblivious to the titles of the various pieces of jewelry, necklaces, and traditional earrings that she was donning. The gold accentuated her stunning beauty. She resembled a bride or a goddess in every way.
My mother's beauty washed over me, and I couldn't help but gawk at her.
“Thank you, Raj," she whispered with an air of subtle politeness.
After bringing me close to the havan, she motioned for him to fire it.
"There is no pundit, but we have the fire and the gods as witnesses," according to her.
The room was filled with the music of wedding hymns as she turned on a tiny portable CD player that she had taken to the puja room.
Shall we proceed, Raj? she inquired.
I nodded
My mother, you are the most stunning woman alive," I gushed as I unashamedly gawked at her.
With a low, mumbled "thank you," she rose to her feet, facing me.
Her stunning beauty had a profound impact on me. At last, she was going to totally belong to me.
Then I noticed that she was holding her mangalsutra, which she had taken off, on a yellow thread. I received it from her.
"I implore you to wed me, my son," she pleaded.
As they stood there looking into each other's eyes, the only sound was the wedding hymns.
With a smile, she glanced down and noticed that my hands were trembling. "Are you sure?" she asked.
"Please, Maa, quit making fun of me," I moaned. "Yes, yes, yes, I want to go through with it."
"Alright, then," she said under her breath. "Tie the mangalsutra and make me your patni (wife)."
"Yes, Ma," I said with a voice filled with affection.
As I delicately wound the mangalsutra thread around her neck, my hands quivered with awe at the delicate texture of her flesh.
He retreated once it was finished. A look of sadness crossed his mother's face.
My question was filled with affection and genuine concern: "Ma, are you okay?"
With a nod, she accepted the garlands. "I am. I am so happy, darling.".
As I put sindoor (red vermillion powder) on Maa's forehead, she drew out a little, intricate container containing the powder and trembled.
I took my wife's hands, and we walked around the fire after we layered the garlands.
It was a marriage. As a married couple, we transitioned from being son and mother to Pati and Patni.
"Raj, I am yours now; I am grateful to you for accepting me as your bride," she sniffed as we clasped hands in affection, and I returned her sentiments.
"Oh, Ma, you deserve my gratitude. You are everything I ever desired," I exclaimed with emotion.
With a gentle touch, my mother dabbed her eyes with the hem of her son's duppatta and met my gaze directly.
"I want to stop you now, my son, my husband. Why don't you go to my bedroom and wait for me?"
"That is if you want us to continue from the marriage and move to making our union complete," she stated with solemnity.
There was an overwhelming amount of love between us as we stood there, looking into each other's eyes.
In the end, my mom said, "Well," and she chuckled. "Aren't you going to kiss the bride?"
Crushing his lips into hers, he whispered, "Uh, oh, Ma, yes..." as he embraced her.
Amidst my intensity and expertise, Maa gently guided me, saying, "Slowly, darling, we have time," as she planted a kiss on my lips and proceeded to nibble, open, and sucke my bottom lip before finally releasing her tongue. As soon as I learned, we kissed. We sanctified the incestuous communion we had just formed with a passionate kiss, our lips opening fully and our tongues sparring.
Maa broke off a kiss. Their breath was labored. "Come to my room, my darling," she whispered, her voice carrying a hint of her mother's.
“Obey” was my response.
She skipped a beat as I walked into my mom's bedroom. She had left her bedroom behind. We had never spent the night in the chamber before. On top of my mother's freshly laundered satiny-red bed sheet, she had scattered white jasmine blossoms. The pleasant aroma of incense wafted around the room.
"Raj"
As I spun around, I beheld my mother approaching, carrying a large glass.
After drinking half of the milk, I returned the glass to her. My mom drank it and put the glass down with a bashful smile. Leaving the bedroom, she shut the door behind her.
She turned back to face me and added, "There is no one at home, but it feels nice to close out the external world."
I held out my arms, and she walked over to embrace me. As we embraced, I could hear her little cry.
I caressed her forehead with a kiss and delicately took off the saree pallu. She beamed at me. She gently rested her hands on my face.
"My darling," she murmured affectionately. As she lowered my face to mine, she said, "I love you." We briefly kissed again. It seemed effortless. She sensed my hands attempting to press against hers. She moaned and let him touch her bare belly and press her skin.
They finally broke, panting for air, after what seemed like an eternity. My jammies were too snug, and I was too hard.
The sight made Maa gnash her teeth.
She said, "He's so impatient today," as I planted a soft kiss on her cheek once again.
"He's had to wait four days," he complained. "He's ready to go."
In an effort to remove her jewelry, she said, "Well, tonight he can," while laughing.
"The jewels look great on you, Ma," I murmured, watching her.
"So should I leave them on?" she teased, keeping away her chains and undoing her other ornaments.
"Keep some," I suggested.
"What about my saree?" she asked.
"Oh Ma...... I think you're just trying to stall," I complained, and I caught her hand. I pulled her to me, and we kissed hard. We tried to remove her saree, and she stopped me.
"Let me, darling," she told me, moving over to the foot of the bed and unpinning her saree.
"Do you think I am pretty, Raj?" she asked as she removed her saree from her pallu.
"Oh Ma, you are the best. I mean, I have always found you sexy, so so sexy," I said, taking in the beauty of her. With the saree gone, she was clad in a red blouse and matching petticoat. Her bosom was so sexy, heaving in anticipation for me.
"And I have seen it in your eyes that you like these," she teased, caressing her bosom and slowly unhooking the hooks.
"Oh yes, Maa, I have always," I groaned as she peeled off her blouse. She was wearing a sexy lacy pink brassiere, which could hardly contain her huge mammaries.
Maa pulled the string and stepped out of her petty coat. Clad in her bra and matching pink pants, she looked so sexy that Raj just stared at her with pure lust.
I got up, and my mother came towards me. She was in front of me, and I could see the dark shadow of her nipples and the light sheen of sweat on her smooth alabaster skin. I just drank her in. She moved closer, and I embraced her. I felt her body's semi-nakedness against me.
I kissed her passionately, and she kissed me back. My hands roamed over her naked backside, marveling at the smooth feel of her flesh. My hands came down and I cupped her buttocks tentatively. She kissed me harder, and I squeezed harder.
She pushed me off and undid the buttons of my Kurta. I took it off, and she pulled off my vest. I felt good as my mother looked at my firm body with love and lust. "You look so good, my Raj," she murmured, giving me a kiss on my chest. My hands came down and rested on the protrusion of my pajamas. With a smile, she pulled the strings off, and I removed my pajamas, stumbling in a hurry.
She smiled and looked at me, standing in front of her with his underwear tented obscenely. She murmured, "Show me, and I will show you."
I removed my underwear and groaned as I saw her reaching back to remove her bra. In a swift motion, she removed her brassiere and then bent down and pulled off her pants.
Mother and son were naked. She opened her arms, and I went to her, taking in her raw sexuality, her heaving tits, the deep navel, and her sex, covered with curly back hair.
She slowly moved closer, rubbing her erect nipples on my chest. I groaned as she pressed her to me. My arms went around her, and we came together naked.
I could not believe how good her body felt. It was soft and silky, and I was in heaven. Holding the perfect round cheeks of her beautiful ass cupped in my hands, I pulled her against me as I pushed my steel-hard cock against her soft, pliant belly. She pressed her large, plush breasts against my chest while her rock-solid nipples tore holes into it.
Maa kissed me hard and moved back to the bed.
"Mother, I can't believe how beautiful you are." I groaned as she lay on her back, her legs spread, waiting for me.
With her lovely charms spread out before me in all their splendor, I knew I would have to struggle to keep from coming the moment I touched her.
I crawled on to the bed, kissed her forehead, and moved down to her lips. She took my hands while we kissed. She broke the kiss and whispered. "You don't have to ask now, darling; I am your woman. Love me, love my body." She kept his right hand on her left breast. I nodded.
I kissed her neck, and she arched her back. Both my hands covered her breasts. I marveled at their size, and my fingers found her nipples. I bent down and kissed above her chest, then moved down to her cleavage.
Maa groaned as she felt her son kissing her breasts. I was soon uncontrollable, kissing her breasts all over, licking her once, and seeing her positive reaction, licking her all over and finally over her nipples.
I was in heaven—this was one of my best fantasies. I loved her breasts, and when my lips closed over her nipples, I looked up at her.
'Yes, baby," she whimpered with tears of joy. I sucked her slowly at first, and then with passion. It was so erotic, I wanted more and more. I alternated between her breasts, kissing and sucking, my tongue lashing at her nipples again and again.
Maa was wet and in a sensual trance at the onslaught of her son on her body. Her vagina was wet, and she wanted me; she wanted more than just love for her breasts. She wanted her son in her.
She pushed me off slowly. "Oh Raj, you are so good, baby," she told me, looking at my wet face. "You like them so much? Beta"
"Yes, Ma, they are so, so good; it was so nice to," I told her, bending down to suck her again.
Maa laughed, and her hands held my penis. "I can see that," she sighed. My cock throbbed as she squeezed. I looked at her with love, lust, and longing. I wanted her.
She reached under the pillows and brought out the condom. I groaned. "Oh Ma, can we, I mean we?"
She laughed, scooted over to me, and put the condom over my penis. "Yes, dear, why did we get married? Don't tell me you are afraid to go ahead," she teased.
I groaned as she lied down, opening her legs. I saw her then, in all her glory, the wet lips of her vagina opening as she spread her thighs.
"Come to Mother. Come to your new wife and make her happy again," she softly said, holding her arms out to me and inviting me down into the treasure waiting between her outstretched legs. "Ma is wet and ready for you, my Beta, my love."
"God!" I groaned out, crawling up onto the bed and up between her legs.
As I gazed intently at her ample genitalia, I observed our gentle jiggling as she descended and seized my genitalia. Then I slid down into the middle of the M her lovely, spread legs formed. Gently, with the tips of her fingers, she guided the rounded tip of my cock down into the hot socket that lay at the very bottom of her pussy. I told myself, This is what I wanted always; I was going to make love to her.
I groaned with pleasure as I felt her pussyfoot welcoming me. It was unbelieveable that she was hot and pliant, but her lips held on to me like a sheath. "Slowly Raj, its been long since Ma did this, and you are so much bigger than your papa."
Our eyes bore into each other as I entered her. Maaa let out a loud whimper as her lips stretched and she accepted me. I stopped, afraid that I had hurt her. "Ma, aaaaah, are you ok?"
She smiled at me and left my buttocks. "Yes, baby, I am. It feels so good, baby. It feels so good."
I was living the moment to the fullest. I felt pride, love, and pure lust for the woman under me—my mother, now my lover.
"We both need this, baby," she murmured as he slowly fed my cock down into the warm depths of her clutching cunt. "Your new wife likes your manhood."
"You just tell me what my wife likes." I smiled down at her as our bellies gently nudged up against each other. "And I'll do whatever my dear, sweet wife tells me."
"Then make love to me," she goaded me, thrusting her hips out.
Slowly and lovingly, I began to work my big cock in and out of the tight, velvet-lined sheath of her cunt.
She allowed my hips to come into contact with the slippery, smooth surface of her thighs as I propelled my cock in and out of her while squeezing her thighs against me. I had never imagined that a woman's pussy would be so hot, so tight, and so unbelievably wet. I couldn't believe it was the same pussy that my big head had come out of when I was born. How could such a wondrously tight opening allow that and still be tight enough to bring a man such pleasure? It was another miracle of womanhood.
Locking my elbows, I stared down at my mother as she looked back up at me with love pouring out of her sultry, black eyes. As I averted my gaze, I observed her large tits undulating in time with our leisurely fucking. Moving my eyes down further, I giddily watched my big cock, glistening wetly with my mother's juices, as it slid in and out of her hot pussy. It seemed to me that our bodies were a perfect match, fitting together like pieces of a puzzle.
Spreading her legs wider, she dug her heels down into the mattress and tilted her pussy up, letting me slide even deeper into the squishy depths of her pussy.
Using her legs, she hunched up at me every time I drove my cock into her, making wet slapping sounds when our bodies met.
My mother, my wife, my soul mate, I thought as I picked up the pace a notch. While continuing to observe the viscous, juice-laden apex of my genitalia glide across the damp space between her lower limbs, I knelt and passionately kissed her.
"Faster, honey, faster," she mewed out, grabbing me by the hips and pushing and pulling on me to make me fuck her faster. "Ma needs to come."
"Make...Ma ..come," I grunted out, moving my hips back and forth faster and faster as I drove my cock down into the clutching heat of her cunt. "Make-my-wife-come."
Now her tits were sloshing up and down wildly as I hammered my cock into her, and she thrust herself back up at me. Our groins were covered with hot, sticky pussyjuice as her cunt spewed it out in gushes. I was astounded by the quantity of the goo that our bodies were able to agitate, transforming it into a foamy white substance. Wonder what it tastes like, I dizzily asked myself, pumping my cock into her harder and harder. I'll find out as soon as I come. I'll eat her out and lick it all off her beautiful pussy.
I felt her pointed fingernails penetrate my hips as she compelled me to dive as deeply as possible into her embrace.
"MyyyDDarrrlinnnggggg," she groaned out as her hips began to quiver and shake. As she struggled through her orgasmic experience, she pressed herself against me with her heels and strained muscles.
I watched her face contort into a mask of agony, drool running out of the corner of her mouth and down her cheek. Eyes rolled back into her head, and she grunted softly as she humped her pussy up at me and clutched at my buried prick. I could feel the hot juice spewing out of her pussy as it dripped down onto my froth-covered balls dangling down below me. Her breasts were trembling and quivering, and her big nipples were so swollen and hard that they looked like they were about to burst. On and on it went for her, as I felt every wave of pleasure wash through her cunt, making it clutch at me.
So this is love, I giddily told myself. Not mother-son love. This was the real thing. Man-woman love. This was the love a man felt for his woman, not his mother. She was my woman now...
Finally, with one last choking gasp, she began to soften and give way, easing her butt back down onto the mattress. Withdrawing her claws from my hips, she looked up at me, trying to make her eyes refocus.
"That...that...was unbelievable, never like that before...never," she gasped, trying to catch her breath again as another dribble of spit trickled out of the corner of her mouth and ran down her cheek.
"Oh, Ma., I love you. I'm so glad I can make you happy now," I murmured, looking at her. "It makes me feel so good to make you come."
"I don't recall ever feeling this happy," she said, smiling up at me with love pouring out of her eyes. "Never...ever."
"I'm glad," I said, leaning down and giving her a soft, lingering kiss on the lips.
Finally, I lifted my lips from hers and began to slowly stroke my cock in and out of her sopping pussy once again.
"Wait...wait," she murmured, putting her hand on my chest and pushing me away. "Let...let me do you now."
Grinning down at her, I eased my dripping cock back out of the juicy hole between her legs. With my cock jutting out wet, stiff, and hard, I crawled over her leg and flopped over onto my back.
She quickly struggled up to her hands and knees, her big tits wiggling down below her as she straddled me. She leaned over me and grasped my large cock by retracing her hand between her thighs. Pulling it up, she slowly dropped her hips, settling her dripping pussy down onto the head of my jutting cock. Staring down at me, she eased her pussy down, consuming my entire cock with its steamy core.
She then began to grunt softly while jerking her hips back and forth and self-immolating against my thick, hard cock.
My goo-covered cock sloshed in and out, in and out of my mother's wet cunt as I reached up and latched hold of her heaving breasts. Her nipples seemed even harder than before, if that was possible, as they stuck out of the darkened cup of pebbled flesh, tipping her tits. Pinching the berry-sized nipples between my fingers and thumbs as her tits quivered and danced, I roughly tweaked and plucked at them. The tip of his mother's tongue crept out from between her lips as she concentrated on the fucking of my man-sized cock with her hot pussy.
Nuhhhh-nuhhhh-nuhhhh," she grunted, working her hips back and forth faster and faster as I humped his cock up into her in rhythm with the fucking motion of her hips.
Her pussy was wetly clinging to my cock as it slithered in and out of her clutching cunt, coating it liberally with her hot juices. Her cunt was so slippery and soft that it felt like it was made out of velvet, I thought, thrusting myself up into her harder. As before, I could feel the steam emanating from her virtuous juices around my pistoning prick as the hot substance permeated my large balls, which were dangling between my thighs. It felt like she was pumping it out by the bucketfuls as more and more of it poured out of her, splattering my belly and thighs with the gooey stuff. With her head thrown back and her eyes clenched shut, she was breathing heavily as her beautiful ass slashed back and forth. Her ravenous cunt was consuming my pistoning cock up to the hilt on every lunge.
Then, I saw her mother's long, black hair moving with her coming in front of her body, partially covering her breasts. She collected them and tied her hair in a quick bun. There wasn't even a pause in the rocking motion of her hips as she continued to hump her pussy back and forth on my cock. Watching her gorgeous tits quiver and undulate, I held on to her soft midriff, caressing her body.
As my mother's cunt slid back and forth over my stiff prick, I was in a euphoric daze. I could tell that she was nearing the finish line once again, as her muscles were tensing and growing harder.
"Yeah, cum, Mother, cum on my cock," I muttered out, humping my cock up into her pussy as it jerked back and forth.
She murmured, "Oh-oh-oh-oh," her hips jerking spasmodically for a few seconds prior to lunging backward and attempting to impale my cock to its maximum capacity. "Goddddddddddd!"
Holding herself back onto my cock, she began to babble and writhe as her whole body shook. Then she bent down, almost in a fetal position, thrusting her breasts against my chest as she devoured my mouth with hers. Her mouth wide open, her tongue twisting and probing into my mouth, she kissed me with such passion that I thought I was going to explode. I had never been kissed so frantically. It was almost cannibalistic, I feverishly thought as we hungrily kissed. At last, making soft mewing sounds, she lifted her mouth from my spit-slathered lips.
Jerking her hips forward, she pulled her pussy off my jutting cock and quickly rolled off me.
"You...you come...you come in me...please," she groaned, quickly rolling over onto her back, kicking her legs apart, and pulling me down between us.
I quickly moved in until my stiff, juice-drenched cock was in the perfect position to penetrate the dew-covered opening between her legs. Grunting, I lunged forward, thrusting my cock down into the hot depths of her pussy, burying it all the way up to the hilt. Then, like a madman, I began to pound his cock down into her pussy as hard and fast as I could.
Now it was my turn, I deliriously thought. It was my turn to empty my balls, which were moving in the birthing chamber that lay between her legs.
My cock experienced a surge of gratification as it initiated a pulsation motion and expelled its pathogenic seed from the confines of my mother's womb into the condom. The thick, sperm-filled cream spewed out like water from a broken water main.
The spasms of pleasure continued to jolt through my cock, making it pulsate and spurt until there was nothing left to eject out into her hungry pussy. My mother, my wife, and my lover took all I gave and wanted even more as she pulled me down onto her.
Her pussy sucked and pulled on my cock, hungrily milking it, trying to extract every last tali-lashing sperm from it. I had never felt so drained, so empty of essence. She had completely depleted me as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down against her. Once again, her open mouth found me, and her tongue probed against mine as we hungrily kissed, trying to get our fill of each other but failing miserably.
We could never satisfy our need for each other. Our love was too consuming. If only I could become her. Live inside her body and feel what she feels. Then I would know how to please her. Please take care of her and make her life whole again. Then she would never want it again. For anything! I would see to it that her every need was fulfilled, even before it became a need. I loved her that much.
"Thank you, Ma," I murmured as I climbed out of bed a little subdued after all the action.
"You are welcome, my son." She smiled at me, still panting from the hot sex.
"I love to watch you come, as much as I love my own cuddling," I said, lying down near her. "It's so erotic. Just knowing that I can make it happen for you is so...so fucking exciting. Making my own mother come...Wow. What could be more, more, I don't know. But it's an awesome feeling."
"And you have given me the best I ever had, by a big margin, my son. Now I want to live for you and love you. There is so much I want to do with you, my love, so many things," she said, placing her left leg over me and laying her head on my chest.
I caressed my mother; my mind was already thinking of these things that we would explore.
Therapy
Dr. Connor spoke to the young guy seated before her and inquired, "How long have you been sexually attracted to your mother, Jim?"
As he saw the psychologist, the young man remained motionless. She looked strikingly like Julianne Moore and had a fiery red hairdo. Seated cross-legged with a modest display of legs, she wore a gray woman's suit and a white button-down shirt. Her outfit was both professional and alluring, thanks to her 3-inch red pumps. Her age reminded him of his mom's, so he assumed she was in her forties. While Dr. Connor did not share his mother's MILF traits, he was nonetheless one.
"About a year," he responded with a hint of pretension.
They met, and Hayle became friends with his peer. She always acted professionally and had a poker face. But the young man's recent arrival at her workplace was still fresh in her mind. He stood at around six feet tall, sported sandy blonde hair, and displayed his toned arms in a royal blue polo shirt. Denim shorts, which showed off his toned legs and thighs, were also part of his wardrobe. He wore flip-flops for the summer. She forced herself to look away from his buttocks and brought her focus back to the conversation.
"Was there an immediate occurrence that began the attraction, or did it just evolve over time?" inquired the therapist.
He spoke up in no time. "An immediate occurrence."
"Describe it."
As Jim recollected, Hayle observed the motions of his learner. The doctor could tell he was having fun recalling because of the haze around his blue eyes.
"My afternoon class was cancelled, so I went home early. I was in the house and walking down the hall to my bedroom. I have to pass by the bathroom. Mom had just walked out of it. She was naked, and her hair was wet. I guess she just showered."
To Jim's right, Hayle cast her gaze.
"You figured you had the house to yourself. Am I correct in this presumption, Amy?"
As she sat down, Amy Johnson appeared slightly uneasy. The beautiful blonde looked much like porn star Brandi Love (without the tattoos). The top half of her sunny yellow dress hung loosely over her ample bosom. Even though she was cross-legged, the therapist unknowingly got a far better look at her attractive legs.
Hayle noticed that Amy's thighs looked toned and silky. It took her right back to the time when the good doctor's face had been many a night on her sorority sister's thighs. Amy's redheaded concentration was hindered by her enticingly dangling high heel.
After swallowing, mom quickly said, "Yes."
While the psychologist had her sights set on the mother's lower body, she quickly returned them to the son. "Continue."
"We were both surprised, literally running to each other like this. Her mouth opened as if she were going to scream. Nothing came out. Also, you'd figured she would cover herself up right away. She didn't."
A clinician's eyebrow was arched. "The last part of the son's description was that she didn't," she reiterated. "How much time did it take her to cover up?" she continued.
He responded right away. "A good 3-4 seconds."
Hayle glanced over at Amy for a second before turning back to her son.
"What happened next?"
"She remained motionless, hands clasped at her sides, jaw closed. Then, as if I'm imagining things, she stuck out her chest and asked, 'Oh, Jim. What are you doing at home so early?' Then, she covered her vagina with one hand and crossed her arm over her breasts. What really got to me was how normal her voice sounded—not upset."
"Amy, you didn't attempt to conceal yourself right away?" The psychotherapist asked with a sidelong glance at the mother. Why?"
A troubled sigh escaped her lips as she looked both ways before she finally spoke up: "I wanted Jim to see me."
So, you wish your son could see you undressed, huh? The counselor emphasized the illegal attraction by repeating Amy's remark.
A little uneasy, she said, "Yes."
The counselor was insistent. "Why? ""
"I was thinking about Jim while I was in the shower," Amy said in a subdued voice. I was taken aback to see him in the house when I opened the door to the restroom. I was taken aback when he noticed me at first. After that, she trailed off to hesitate, her voice somewhat uncomfortable as she said, "I wanted to see if he liked me nude."
"While you were in the shower, thoughts of him crossed your mind. Would it be reasonable to assume that you daydreamed about your son when you were washing up?"
"Yes."
I thought you were masturbating." Hayle asked.
"Yes."
"Were you surprised?""
Amy responded with astonishment, "Yes." She seemed taken aback by the inquiry.
Then you went and did what you wanted to do, and when your dream partner showed up out of the blue, you wanted him to see you naked. Could we reasonably assume this to be true?"
"Yes," Amy whispered.
"Jim, after your initial shock, how would you describe your mother without clothes on? And why do you find her so stimulating?" the psychologist asked the college student."
"My mother is a MILF goddess," he said frankly and assuredly. Just take a look at her! That woman is hot. Her bare, ample tits were a sight to behold. Even her areoles are large. Her plump nipples stood proudly. I adore ample breasts. Thanks to her dedication to the gym, her waist could compete with that of a girl my age. As one would expect from an elderly woman, her hips are quite wide. On that particular day, her pussycat appeared to be sporting a fresh shave with a hint of stubble. On a lady, I prefer that—just the right amount of pubic hair. Alternatively, neatly pruned. A bald cat is cute, too. Oh, and mom has long legs. Long legs are so cute. For legs, Mom has snakes. I mean, come on, Mom is just a sweetheart. You will like her company since she is kind, loyal, and delightful.
Hayle noticed that Amy fixed her gaze on her son both throughout and after his verbal evaluation. The parents appeared pleased. The blonde wore a faint, shy smile that conveyed gratitude, and the therapist started to probe her more.
To what extent has your son Amy piqued your sexual interest?"
With a heavy heart, the mother sighed. "I suppose it started a few months prior to the incident in the shower."
"And how much time had passed since the divorce?" Hayle would later come to terms with the fact that she had inadvertently caused Amy pain.
The mother's response began politely with "more than a year," but abruptly changed to an angry "Dr. How in earth did you become a doctor, Connor?!"
Recalling the intake form, the therapist mentioned that Amy's spouse had a history of extramarital affairs. The revelation of this fact, together with the breakup of her marriage, devastated Amy.
After a brief pause, she responded to the poisonous question with composure: "I am a clinical and cognitive psychologist with a concentration in human sexuality." She then apologized, explaining that she was merely making note of the timeline of the attraction. From your reference, you and your mother are aware that I am an expert in helping fathers and sons. When two adults in a relationship are sexually and physically attracted to each other but can't bring themselves to start a relationship, I step in to help. So that the mother and son can both find happiness in all aspects of life, I assist them in overcoming the social stigmas and starting to cultivate their relationship.
The blonde fidgeted in her chair, a twinge of embarrassment washing over her as she exploded at the one person who could help her get over her obstacles and have the relationship she had always dreamed of.
As the psychologist was about to proceed, Jim interjected with a question, and Hayle shot Amy a smile of forgiveness.
"Why is this service offered by your company?""
Consensual relationships between mothers and sons are becoming more common. We have had Freud's everlasting Oedipus complex before. Taboo, an X-rated picture about a mother's passionate bond with her son following her husband's abandonment, racked up one of the highest grossing adult film totals of all time. Incest between a mother and son was either directly addressed or implied in the three sequels that followed. On rare occasions, you can see pornographic films that include explicit sexual content. May-December romances are really just a PG spin on the classic mother-son dynamic.
"In recent years, evidence has emerged online suggesting that incest occurs between biological parents and their children, both sexually and emotionally. One study found that 1 in 5 people have had sexual relations with a parent, and even more reported that having full intercourse with a parent is the most common form of incest. Interestingly, many of those who have admitted to having sex with a parent have described it as the most pleasurable experience of their sexual lives. In these relationships, the partners report feeling an intimacy and level of emotion they've never felt before with a non-relative.
Furthermore, there is no shortage of incest sites that focus on mother-son sex or "general" incest sites that feature mother-son love. Recently, we've seen a number of mature actors who have made a career out of playing mother-son or stepmother-son roles. 'Cogar' and 'MILF' are two trendy phrases used to describe attractive older women. When a young man wants to talk about a mature woman other than his mom, he uses the public pronoun MILF. On the other hand, many young guys secretly consider their mothers to be MILFs, just like you, Jim.
"I would say the primary reason for mothers and sons getting together—besides the obvious attraction to the forbidden, which is always a powerful aphrodisiac—is that the world has been and continues to be a cold place for many people, both socially and personally. Divorce has been on the rise for the last four decades. With economic strains and geo-political concerns like terrorism, people are turning inward for love, sex, and relationship security. They say there is no stronger love than a mother and her child. What better person to share your heart, bed, and life with than your mom or your son? I can personally attest to this."
On purpose, Hayle ceased speaking. She was curious to watch how Jim and Amy would respond. Silence and wide eyes were her expectations, and she got them. The blonde broke the stunned stillness.
"You had a sexual relationship with your son?"
The therapist said, "Yes," beaming from ear to ear. "My son Robert and I were faithful lovers for three years. It was the most emotional, sexual, intense, and pleasurable experience of my life. It was also thrilling because of its forbidden, incestuous nature. His touch, taste, virility, and passion to please me, as well as himself, were beyond 'new' for me. His love was just the right prescription for my neglected body."
Amy persisted with her question. "'Neglected?'"
“My husband cheated on me—a lot,” the psychotherapist addressed. Then she leaned forward and placed a delicate palm on top of the mother's bowed knee. Her head cocked to the side, and she shot the parent a sympathetic glance. "So I know exactly what you've been through, my dear Amy."
A second period of quietness enveloped the space. The sight of Hayle's hand resting on Amy's knee appeared to captivate all three people. The touch had a deep psychological impact on both people, even if it seemed like a supportive gesture (and it usually was). The psychologist saw it as an opportunity for a semi-intimate touch with another woman. The feeling of another woman's skin, which she had not experienced in a long time (aside from the customary handshake or embrace), roused the therapist's suppressed feelings for Sappho. They were a handsome son and his mother, in her opinion. Her touch on the divorcee's skin triggered a cascade of awe-inspiring fantasies, including what Amy must have looked like nude, how she must have felt when touched, the flavor of her pussycat, and the sound of her orgasm—did she scream? Is that a squirt? The corner of Hayle was starting to get wet.
In addition to providing some much-needed encouragement, it brought back the rare and deeply personal thoughts of Amy about "being" with another woman. Though she never gave in to her bi-curiosity, the blonde's sexual mind never stopped wondering. As Amy reflected on the therapist's kind yet peculiar stare, she saw a woman who mirrored her own characteristics: attractive, professional, in her 40s, and hurt by a spouse's infidelity. She was fooling herself when she thought the psychologist would be a good fit. Many women, at least those who do it intentionally, may compliment the attractiveness of another woman without harboring any sexual attraction to her. Amy had to deal with the fact that she found this stunning redhead sexually attractive on top of her need and desire to get over her objections to becoming her son's lover. The divorcee's pants' gusset had begun to get wet.
Beautiful bisexual or lesbian women had always been Jim's favorites. He frequently nodded off to fantasies of hot ladies embracing, kissing, stroking breasts and nipples, descending on, and shrieking with pleasure at girl-on-girl contact. As he watched the therapist put her hand on his mom's knee, he felt a tingling and an ache in his chest. Those two ladies were smoking. In contrast to his shithead father, he loved his mother deeply and would be faithful to her no matter what if their relationship succeeded. He was a male, and a young man at that, so he could see that another woman was attractive. Hayle was the one in this instance. While they devoured each other, his agitated thoughts conjured a vision of her and his mother, both of them nude and sprawled out on the carpet in front of him, lost in a passionate embrace. He was elated to hear that another attractive mother was having an affair with her son after hearing the psychologist confess to his own incest. He was curious to find out more.
"So, how did it start?"
"Robert was a talented student athlete and a member of the Dean's List. He was only two years your senior, Jim. The redhead laughed as she prepared to continue. Not to mention his wonderful beauty and charisma—what a "member" he was.
I found out my spouse was seeing his fourth girlfriend shortly after we had our first sexual encounter. "The bastard" had an awful undertone and marked the first occasion the doctor lost her composed, businesslike demeanor.
"I was inconsolable and sobbing. In his arms, Rob soothed me. He told me I wouldn't have to worry about anything. Additionally, he revealed that he would never cheat on me as his father. "I would have no reason to, not with such a magnificently looking lady," he confessed.
"I adored the compliment. Being in his arms was so soothing, safe, and comforting. I cannot remember the last time my husband held me tenderly like that. I looked into my son's beautiful eyes and at his rugged face. I felt such love. His Calvin Klein Obsession for Men cologne, which I adore, served as a momentary escape from my distress. Then I felt his penis get hard against me. He was so mortified. He jumped up from the living room couch where we were sitting, screaming apologies. I heard the apologies, but I didn't listen. I was so mesmerized by his erection. It stood so tall and proud through his jeans. Seeing a large, chubby "one" who had gained weight and size through physical contact with me roused my sexual desire. I was wet like a dishrag.
After reassuring him that I was appealing, I expressed my gratitude for his compliment. I gently kissed him on the lips. After that, it was a bit heavier. It was like we were Parisians Frenching before you knew it. Hands were all over the place. Prior to long, garments had fallen to the floor. Our next move was an alley cat fuck.
"What transpired?" the parent inquired. What caused its brief duration of three years? In response to his mother's question, Jim gave a subtle nod.
Hayle remained silent for a moment before breaking down in tears and sniffling.
A drunk driver struck him while he was crossing the street close to his college. "He passed away in the ambulance on the way to the emergency room." Hayle's expression became increasingly emotional as she struggled to hold back her tears.
"That is why," the clinician started as she collected herself, "that is the reason I perform my job. In the wake of learning about my ex's adultery, I discovered a love that was unconventional and incredibly fulfilling—from my kid. I hope other women whose husbands or widows have deserted them or failed to acknowledge their worth might find comfort in the fact that consensual incest is a viable option. No matter how many challenges society throws at a single mother, nothing beats the pure delight and satisfaction of getting love from her son, if he does. It is none of anyone's concern whether a mother and son behave as husband and wife within the confines of their home, provided that no harm comes to either party or that force is not applied.
Hayle's personal history and strong opinions lessened Amy's objections, but some were still present. Jim felt justified in his desires and feelings. He was about to remark, "You see, Mom? However, it seemed like the psychologist was about to return the session to its clinical roots as she blinked away her tears, shook her head as if to clear the air, cleared her throat, and turned to face his mother.
What is it about your son that appeals to you, Amy?"
As the blonde responded, a flush spread over her cheeks. "His looks. The man he is. His thoughtful and loyal relationship with his girlfriend. He purchased flowers and presents for her. That is so cool. How I long to be the lucky recipient.
Are you using the past tense when you say 'was' or 'bought'? This woman is no longer in his dating life.
To which the parent responded, "No."
"Why did you end things with your girlfriend?" Hayle asked Jim. "
He responded with confidence, saying, "I want to be with Mom."
The striking resemblance between Jim and her late son moved both Amy and the psychologist.
As the mother cleared her throat, the therapist noticed a change in Amy's expression—as if she were ready to say something mischievous, and she seemed to relish the opportunity to say it.
"Also, I liked the way he made love to her."
"You observed your son engaging in sexual relations with his girlfriend?" the therapist inquired, taking Jim and Hayle by surprise with the final detail."
With a playful smile, the ex-spouse nodded.
"Did you see Daisy and me?" Jim asked. His timbre was slightly loud, a mixture of surprise and arousal. He continued the inquisition. "At the house? On what date?"
The psychologist's thoughts raced with anticipation as the intensity of the situation increased. Instead of licking her lips in anticipation, she decided to uncross and cross her legs so her smooth thighs could rub against each other, a temporary measure to calm the growing heat between them.
"Yes, it was at the house," Amy added. "It was the 4th of July weekend."
"That sounds like a crazy moment," Hayle teased.
At the double entendre, the blonde rejoined, "There were more fireworks inside the house than outside on the street." The two women laughed it off.
"Extremely shocking? As a joke, the redhead asked.
As the psychologist comforted Amy, Amy maintained her mischievous expression and nodded, saying, "Ah, uh."
Hayle questioned, her nipples throbbing, "Did you see 'it'?""
She looked dreamy, which she showed her kid and then the clinician. "Oh yeahhhh," she said with confidence and a hint of sexiness.
It was more of a personal than a therapeutic desire that Hayle had for Amy to describe her son's penis.
A divorcee's fantasy comes true! It's exactly seven inches long. Neither is it excessively thin nor massive. It is both long and wide. I thought it looked like a plumb bob on top.
Jim, on the other hand, was utterly bewildered, shocked, and aroused. While he deceived his partner with yet another incredible MILF, his beautiful, horny, and voyeuristic mother described his instrument. A trauma center-level surge of blood is currently being administered to that instrument.
"However, Hayle, it was actually his tongue," he said, his tone shifting from "Dr. Connor" to "Hayle" as the mother reminisced about her son's indiscretion with a girl. This both shocked and entertained the doctor.
"What do you mean?" Hayle asked with a slight hint of innocence.
"I started spying on them when he was just finishing eating out Daisy. From the vantage point from which I observed him, his tongue was diligently licking her pussycat. It was like he was enjoying an ice-cream cone. Forget 'enjoying.' He was obsessed with lapping at her and sticking it into her, just like a dick. She screamed things like, 'Oh yes, Jim! You eat my pussy so fucking good!' Between her moans and the way she was writhing around, I figured my son would be an oral expert. I didn't even get a chance to rub my cunt. Watching my son eat out his girlfriend gave me an orgasm—and I didn't even touch myself!"
With an alluring tone, Hayle looked directly at the single mom and asked, "Do you enjoy being devoured?"
Amy barks out, "Ohhh, yesss!" before adding, "You too?" in her own raspy voice.
With her eyes fixed on the mother, the psychologist whispered, "Yes!"
There was an overwhelming amount of moisture in the jeans.
Hayle was the object of the desiring parent's nonverbal expression of her wish to proceed.
"Go ahead, Amy."
"He withdrew his head from between her legs. His face was shiny like a new penny. Daisy then started to beg him to screw her. 'Oh, baby, fuck me now! I want it so bad!' I started echoing in my own mind her words as if I were telling Jim. I just changed it to 'mommy.' My mind was yelling, 'Oh, Jim, fuck mommy now! I want it so bad!"
It seemed as if the psychologist's nipples could now break glass. Their sexual desire was nearly excruciatingly strong. Like a raging flood, her cuntal juices emptied into the underwear gusset. Hayle could only do one thing: throw the manila folder aside, pull up her skirt, put her hand into her pants, and paw at her snatch, all the while pleading with Amy to tell her more.
"When Jim got down on Daisy, he was bare-chested. Although I had previously observed his chiseled chest when he stood up, I was now viewing her with the eyes of a woman who was sexually hungry. It was incredible!"
Subsequently, he drew down his pants and underwear in a flash. His socks remained on. That was adorable, in my opinion. My fingers were itching to enter my cunt as soon as he undressed in a single motion, revealing his erection. In order to get between Daisy's wide thighs, he removed a condom from one of her pockets, tore it up with his teeth, and then put it on. He then picked up his jeans. I lusted after that gal! On Sunday, he turned his stiff penis toward her and started hitting her six times. I returned twice more, hoping—desiring—that it was me getting that world-class fuck as they rutted like weasels.
Hayle leaned back in her chair, her fingers curled into a professional expression of contemplation on the topic at hand. In reality, the redhead needed to collect her X-rated thoughts, which had run wild. Her skirt would be sent to the dry cleaners because of her overactive nipple. It had been a while since she had laid eyes on such a dashing couple as Amy and Jim. Her desires were running high, and she wanted nothing more than to seduce them into an intimate encounter in her private room. She was certain that she could manipulate them into a torrid triangle and spend the afternoon engaging in intimate pleasure. However, she couldn't help but feel sorry for Amy, and she wished that the blonde parent could feel the same overwhelming love and attraction that her son had for her.
Amy, may I be completely honest with you?"
"Why yes."
"I fail to perceive the issue at hand. Your son piques your interest. You act inappropriately while you're around him. You witnessed him 'in action.' You desired for him to devour and fuck you rather than this Daisy. His traits appeal to you. In addition to being physically drawn to you, he also desires a committed relationship with you. Then why not?"
Amy let out a disappointed breath as she collapsed into her chair, her frustration not directed at the doctor but at herself.
All of your points are valid, indeed. What you stated, though, is as important: "Jim is my son, and neither of us is supposed to feel this way about one another, especially me."
She longed to do something, but first she stared at the young man, in particular at his crotch, and the psychologist knew that Amy's complaint sounded whiny and weak. They were going to what she called the bedroom.
All this sexual discussion about your mom—doesn't that thrill you, Jim?"
"Yes."
She said, "I see the tent in your shorts," with an air of seriousness, and he kept silent while giving her a guilty glance.
"I want you to stand up, Jim."
Following instructions, the college student got to his feet, exposing his shorts' bulge.
As a therapist, I noticed the mother's expression change as she beheld her son's enormous wood. Hayle had to pause for a moment to take in the sight of the cloth-covered dick. Then I got up and went over to Amy's child, standing before him. "Do you mind?" I asked."
Jim nodded in agreement, confused, since he did not understand her question.
"If I had a son this good-looking and with a 'package' like this..." Hayle said, her eyes meeting Amy's.
With a swift motion, she twisted her hand around the penile top and removed it from Jim's crotch after briefly holding and massaging his balls. The doctor continued by rubbing upward along the steely shape of his erection.
"I wouldn't let him out of the house to go to the supermarket."
"Oh, really? A substantial amount of pre-come stained the front of Jim's underwear, and his boner became crumpled in his pants as he groaned in response to Hayle's unexpected yet pleasant touch.
In addition to feeling a twinge of jealousy over what Hayle had done to her son, Amy's arousal level rose somewhat as she observed him in another sexual position, much like a hungry dog longing for food but unable to get it because she was chained.
Looking at the mother's conflicted face, Hayle could see the inner struggle going on in Amy's mind, while Hayle experienced sluttish ecstasy from her first sexual touch with a man in ages. The therapist was oblivious to the fact that her love oils were coating her inner thighs because of the profound ecstasy.
According to Hayle, the moment had come.
"Maybe you two would feel more at ease in a less clinical environment," the psychologist whispered. "Why don't you try it out?" She stood up, reached out for her son and mother's hands, and made a seductive move toward the bedroom door.
"Come on."
With Amy and Jim at her side, Hayle led them into the therapist's special cases room, a diminutive but opulent chamber with a king-size bed and a chaise lounge facing the bed. As soon as the door was closed, Hayle stood in front of the mother and son, who stood side by side beside the bed.
This is the space where I help a mom and her son discover new things about themselves and have fun together. She placed her palm on the woman's and her son's upper arms and said, "I use this for only special clients, like you two. I don't use it for every one of my clients. Particularly lovely customers.
There was a brief hush as we three arranged ourselves in a triangle, with only the various intensities of breathing to break it. A sense of expectation, excitement, and, for Amy, trepidation pervaded the room. Seeking direction from the psychologist, the father and child turned to me for assistance.
"Jim, kiss your mother."
Immediately, the college student leaned toward Amy's face. In response to his signal, Hayle's hand slipped out of his. She then laid her other hand flat against Amy's back as a precaution in case she hesitated—a precaution that proved necessary when the blonde reacted by trying to retreat.
Under his breath, he whispered, "I love you, Mom," and then pressed his lips to hers.
Amy, Hayle noticed, was neither repelled nor receptive; she leaned down to whisper into the blonde's ear.
"You have your man now, Amy," she said with an exotic air. "Your son, Jim, is right here—willing and wanting to be yours, and yours alone." A therapist delicately brushed aside a strand of blonde hair and placed her lips on the mother's ear as she said, "No more lonely nights." She went on to assure the mother that she would never again have to go without love of any kind. Finally, an end to heartbreak. A man touching you is no longer common. Right now, you have your man. This is very second. No matter the time of day, he will suck you and fuck you. Jim, your son, is the man you've longed for all this time. Now, Amy, give your son a passionate kiss like you mean it. Hayle swiped her tongue at the parent's earlobe as she pulled away.
Everything that had transpired between Hayle and Jim, from her words to her touch on Amy's ear to the intensity of their kisses, was too much for the divorcee. She finally gave in and returned her son's kiss. The blonde then encircled Jim in her arms and drew him into her. The kissing became more passionate and intense, and soon their tongues were joining in. Spit was swapped, and heads rolled lazily as they kissed like newlyweds.
After Amy broke the passionate, heavy kiss, the mother withdrew her gaze to meet Jim's. Tear streaks suggested that she was in pain, but a grin quickly spread across her face.
"My heart really does beat for you, my darling. After a triumphant declaration of love, she pressed her lips against her son's, and her eyelids were half-closed, giving her a confused expression.
The kiss escalated back to its original five-alarm level, complete with hands exploring backs and gripping asses.
As the couple started to undress, Hayle watched on. The therapist, who was both proud and slightly jealous, would reveal her presence later on. For now, though, Amy and Jim should enjoy and love each other. Taking a step back from the lovers, the therapist stepped onto the chaise lounge, removed her jacket, and started to undo her blouse buttons. Neither the blonde nor her son noticed the zipper on Hayle's skirt being pulled down or that it hit the floor; they were too engrossed in taking off their own clothing.
Amy and Jim were soon standing nude on either side of the bed, arms intertwined, passionately kissing; little sighs escaped their lips as their desire materialized.
"My darling!"
"Oh, my, mom!"
The youthful Adonis delicately guided his mother onto the bed. His gaze swept over her voluptuous figure, taking in every curve and curvery inch. Her ample breasts trembled with longing, as if pleading for his touch. Her perky nipples, so alluring, seemed to demand his full attention as well. He would indulge in verbal and manual adoration of her show-stopping bust at a later time, but for now, his focus was solemn. As he descended the opulent female form to his knees, he fixed his attention on Amy's expanding vagina.
The scent of incense was strong and seductive. Her pubic hair, which resembled a patch of golden wheat, was matted down from her wet pants. Her labia majora was large and shiny, while her labia minora was parted like a rose, exposing its moist, pink interior. The clitoris was rigid and protruding from its hood, and pearly pussy juice was steadily dripping out of the open incision.
Then Amy shouted, "Oh, Jim!" As she perceived his face pressurize her genitalia across her inner and outer thighs, he proceeded to massage them.
As if possessed or desperately attempting to return face-to-face to his mother's womb, the young man was angrily rubbing his face over the forbidden cunt, smearing her nectar all over himself and her. He swiftly brushed his cheeks against her thighs and vulva, which prompted Amy to gasp for air and her hands to massage her breasts.
"Darling, yes!" I agree with you, Jim! Chomp on your mama! It was half a demand and half a plea, but the divorcee yelled it nonetheless.
The college student enjoyed slathering his face with another layer of her flowing honey as he continued massaging her face, now incorporating brief kisses and licks to her pubic hair, mons, and the fold of her legs. He inhaled heavily from her pussy perfume.
Jim slowly began to massage his face into Amy's thin and wet cunt, which led to his tongue lazily fluttering up and down her inflamed petals. As he bobbed his head back and forth, he ensured that his tongue covered the entire length of her succulent slit. The young man was captivated by the sour flavor of his mother's pussycat and wanted to taste, savor, and swallow every drop of the forbidden ambrosia. In Jim's mind, the only word to describe the taste of his mother's pussycat was delicious.
The curvy MILF's eyes widened in shock as she screamed, "Ohhhh!""
The sensation of Jim's tongue slithering in between Amy's muculent outer lips and barreling inward sent shivers down her spine.
"You arrogant jerk! Use your tongue to probe it! Use your tongue to probe it!Use your tongue to fuck mommy!" The squirming beauty was applauded passionately. "
Jim admits as much. He gave his mother unfathomable pleasure by corkscrewing his slick tongue deep into her moist, frenzied muff.
"Ugh, oh my!" "Oh, you filthy little boy—sticking your tongue in mommy's pussy!" moaned the overheated blonde, her cunt muscles contracting around his slippery tongue. Oh no! It's done. Please, mother, use your tongue to penetrate me. Oh my god!"
Hayle, on the other hand, lay on the chaise lounge, engrossed in the sensual scene playing out in front of her. She had just stripped down to her underwear, which was damp and clinging to her long legs. With a quick flick of her foot, she kicked them off, and they landed near her discarded bra. Hayle held her breasts and nipples in one hand, and her legs were exposed in the other.
"Ugh! Why!?" The redhead deftly fingered herself as she grunted and curled her middle and index fingers into her warm, gooey cunt.
How really hot?" She hissed in a lewd appraisal of the illicit cunnilingus she helped ignite. "That's it, Jim! Munch on your mom. Graze on her! She enthusiastically urged.
Hayle swiftly brought the fingers that had been slipping into and out of her scorching twat to her lips. The promiscuous doctor noisily sucked her own cream from the fingers and returned them to her open crevice. She wriggled her delicate ass deeper into the lounge and spread her legs further, becoming more at ease masturbating while watching the racy act on the bed.
After weeks of being in the desert, Jim was ravenous, devouring Amy's pussycat. He clenched his jaw and plunged his tongue into the frantic hole with a sense of urgency, then sucked on the eager labia minora, caressing them between his lips and enjoying their smooth, wrinkled texture.
Mooching, Amy said, "Eat mommy's pussy!" Indulge in it! Oh, sure, devour me!"
Jim was making his way north to Amy's prized clitoris. With a focused barrage, he flicked his tongue at it. With determined and passionate strokes, he swiped at the sexual pearl. The nerve endings in the clitoral area lit up like a Christmas tree, which in turn lit up Amy. She was experiencing an orgasmic surge, like a tidal wave.
"Oh no!Ugh," she moaned.
Her proficient son had just inserted a finger into her dripping cunt, manipulated it in and out while stroking her clitoral region, and inserted a third finger into her greased anus to complete the cunnilingus trifecta. The stunning divorcee was now flailing about like a fish out of water.
I love you, Jimny! I am climaxing. Push on! My God! You are making mama cum, you hottie!"
An immense power surged through Amy as she passionately gripped Jim's head between her splayed thighs, curled her toes, undulated her hips, and poured her flooded, convulsing sex into his face. She rode it as if he were a rodeo queen, her tender lips enveloping him in more of her honey from his chin to his scalp as they crossed his face.
The alluring psychologist whimpered passionately as she passionately rubbed her own love button, which led to a continuous flow of intense finger-fucking. The psychologist's entire lower body writhed as Hayle's open, wet pussy discharged a deluge of affectionate oils, staining the chaise couch as she hugged.
Aw, Amy! Hello, Jim! I am with you all. As her climax approached, she was unable to finish the phrase.
In Jim's case, Hayle was inaudible. He remained trapped between his mother's legs, which she had now encircled. However, Amy was able to pick up on the therapist's words. In the lounge, she caught sight of the redhead masturbating while naked, so she lifted her head to look. Anger and frustration welled up in the parent's heart as she watched as a different woman, who was both attractive and older, approached her while she was nude and started sexually assaulting both her and her son. Being seen just served to heighten the blonde's heightened desire, which had been brought to a fever pitch by Jim's masterful oral mechanics. The writhing and groaning that Amy had been doing intensified.
"Jimnnyyyy! Eeeaaattttt mmmeeee! Uggghhhh! Oh, yessss!"
Sobbing into an orgasmic tizzy, the mother humped her son's face. The young lover felt an overwhelming thrill as her northern region spasmed, sap poured out in torrents, and obscene noises were produced. He was filled with a hedonistic rush and a sense of accomplishment. He maintained his grip on her writhing cunt until he had fully gratified her with his tongue, lips, and fingers.
After everything had concluded, Amy, Jim, and Hayle were completely exhausted. His mother's legs held him as he slept peacefully on her vulva, his arms encircling her thighs. Because of what he had just achieved, he felt an overwhelming sense of joy and pride. He had just won the Stanley Cup, the World Series, and the Super Bowl all at once in his twisted imagination. As his mother's breathing normalized and a post-orgasmic smile spread across her face, he watched her breasts rise and fall with wide eyes.
After getting to his feet, the stallion kneeled down to his mother. Upon sensing the motion of the bed, her closed eyes awoke. By her son's beaming face, she raised her eyes to stare down at her. Her secretions shimmered all over his skull. A dense aura like her aroma enveloped his countenance. Her smile was reciprocated. They kissed as he drew down his face. Their tongues began to dance wildly as they exchanged her nectar and saliva. After that, she started sucking on his tongue with an appetite. It was common practice for the blonde to taste herself while masturbating. However, she was incredibly aroused now that her son was orally administering nectar to her.
They looked at each other after breaking off the kiss. As their passion faded into love, Amy and Jim gazed longingly into each other's eyes.
The growing affection between the two new lovers was evident to Hayle. More than she said, she allowed the moment to linger. "You two are fucking incredible!"
The two men, Jim and Amy, stared at the redhead as she lay face down, arms spread wide. He gasped in shock as he perceived Hayle as completely normal and understood that she had performed an autopsy on him while he was devouring his mother. His deflated prick twitched with vitality upon spotting another exquisite MILF in a nude state; he had been their voyeur. Unlike her first reaction, Amy could now calmly appreciate the mischievous counselor's masturbation. Her mother took notice of Hayle's long legs and ample breasts. The only real distinction was the lack of hair at the medical facility. The lounger was velvety smooth, and the blonde thought Hayle looked delectable due to the huge stain on it.
On the chaise sofa, Hayle rose to her feet. The therapist saunters sensually toward the bed. With a smile on her face, she gave the mother and boy the evil eye. Upon seeing the beautiful, nude woman approaching Amy and Jim, they were captivated. She also arouse them. Hayle knelt on the bed and gestured for someone to come forward. With a hard kiss, she pressed her lips to Amy's. As Jim beheld the two alluring women engage in a passionate, tongue-dueling, protracted kiss, he was captivated. Grabbing a similar kiss from her son, Hayle moved away from the blonde. Hayle gave the divorcee a risqué glance and licked her lips as her tongue parted ways with Jim's.
"Hmmm, Amy! Your pussy juice tastes wonderful."
The therapist's X-rated review visually enchanted both the mother and boy. Then a sensation came over Amy.
"Aahhh!" the parent cried out.
The feeling of Hayle's palm on her pussycat brought her an unexpected rush of joy. While briefly inserting a finger into the honey hole, the counselor caressed the mother. She removed her hand and presented her son with a smooth palm and fingers.
"Jim, your mom is hot and aroused," she inferred in a seductive way.
With the same hand, the seductive woman with the red hair placed it beneath his ¾ firm prick. After giving it a little rub on the bottom, she encircled it with her fingers. Jim was brought to full erection after she stroked him vigorously. As he sighed, he flung his head back in awe of her delicate touch. With her eyes fixed on the blonde, the redhead turned to her.
"Amy, your son is hard as granite."
Hayle waited for the passionate lovers to get closer, heightening their suspense. She took it from there.
"You two need to fuck."
The counselor reverted to her voyeuristic ways in the lounge after stepping away from the couple on the bed. Hearing their laborious breathing and seeing the hungry, passionate glance between the mother and son were both things she loved. The psychologist's jaw drops as he takes in the scene. Amy dipped her knees, stretched out her alluring legs, and reclined on the bed. When the parent saw Jim's member twitching as he got ready to mount her, she licked her lips involuntarily.
With assurance, the mother extended her hand towards the swaying penis as her moist slit approached the dense, solid cock. Jim, who was about to reach for his instrument to direct it, was taken unawares. He gave Amy a perplexed expression. The sweetness in her eyes was irresistible to him.
"Let me put it in for the first time."
Seeing the incestuous tenderness, the doctor let out a sigh.
When Amy grabbed hold of his sex, Jim whimpered and eventually gave in.
"Ohhhh!"
When she finally put her hand on his raging hard-on, he was blown away. Fear gripped his entire being.
Amy skillfully guided Jim's aroused member to her eager cunt. Pressing the large, rounded penile head against her wet labia, she did so. It lingered for what felt like a lifetime to the two, yet it had only been there for a few seconds. As they watched his effervescent pre-cum combine with her roiling oils, they started to breathe heavily. Amy proceeded to insert the fleshy stalk into her buttery, delicious gash while still gripping it.
The moment his helmet touched her cunt lips, their gazes locked.
"Uggghhh!" Jim moaned as Amy's fingers eased his powerful member inside her tight, fiery pussycat.
To put it bluntly, the mother couldn't utter a word. The only thing she could do was make a big "O" with her mouth. She released her son's upper dick as it passed through her in order to acquiesce to her primal instincts. He glided the remaining seven inches of his svelte, young manhood into her vagina. Her smooth lubricant enveloped and greeted the male organ as it entered, creating the ideal slippery surface for an exquisite screw.
Resting his body delicately on Amy's prone form, Jim led the way with his manhood. Her delicate nipples were pricked by the hairs on his chest as his entire descent flattened her breasts. Jim felt as though he was entering a delightfully warm and damp valley as his rod continued to go deeper into the maternal snatch. The valley felt incredibly constricted at first, but it twisted and turned deliriously to accommodate his approaching piece of steak. Both mother and son expressed agreement that he was deeply interested in her when his large balls collided with her posterior. She finally let out all of her suppressed joy at that moment.
"Aaahhhh! Jim, baby! You feel absolutely incredible!"
He was experiencing a plethora of mental explosions. His inability to accept the fact that the cunt he had lusted after for so long contained his entire schlong persisted.
"Oh, mom," he said with an asthmatic cadence, "you too! Your pussycat feels wonderful!"
There was a sexual fog between the parent and child, but Hayle's hoarse voice cut through it.
"Jim, fuck your mother."
The moment the opportunity presented itself, the attractive blonde began to rotate his slender posterior while performing a push-up position with a depressed crotch. Slowly but surely, Jim was fucking his seductive mother's vulnerable cunt. As a joyful reaction to the protruding phallus, the wild cougar's swaying hips began to spin.
She moaned out loud, "Ah! Oh! Ahhh!"
"Uugghhh!"
Their mouths met again. The kiss started out as a quick yet passionate one. Then, the kiss became more urgent as the humps intensified. As their tongues rolled over each other like two eels, the tips of their tongues kissed each other as well. They made barely audible moaning noises with their lips.
The son of Amy was soon pounding on her with the regularity of a weighted exercise machine. His waves of satisfying jabs were directed at her tender, wet, receptive pussycat. With each forceful thrust, she sprang forward, her crooked knees quivered, and she swooped backwards.
Hayle continued to pleasuring herself to the incestuous copulating while lying on the chaise lounge.
"As the therapist played her twat, Amy, can you tell me if you're happy about your son Jim finally starting to fuck you?""
As she moaned, the overjoyed ex-wife finally spoke up, saying, "Oh, yes!"
When asked if she liked her son's fucking her, the psychologist double-downed."
"Yes! A quick and angry "yes!" came back.
"Know it, Ash. "I enjoy it when my son fucks me," you say.
Oh no!"
Incredulous, Hayle pondered the reply.
The stunning woman went on to say, "I adore it when my son fucks me!""
As soon as the psychologist heard the explicit affirmation, she inserted two fingers into her horny hole, which was a delightful surprise.
"That's my girl," the redhead whispered.
As the young Adonis's stroking of Amy's twat turned into pummeling, his mother's declaration that she adored him fucking her, her syrupy and affectionate cunt, and the building low sound of flesh against flesh accelerated his movements. The sexy and naked therapist watched this with great amusement. The blonde's ecstasy was out of this world.
What a massive size! That was delicious! was her careless evaluation of the firm and fulfilling cock she had been denying herself for an extended period of time.
Jim was dragged deeper into Amy's scorching, creamy slit as her long legs around him satisfied Amy's frantic desire for more of the youthful penis.
"Oh my!" He let out an exclamation as his excitement grew, and his penile head nudged her cervix, causing Amy to let out a long, drawn-out groan. His mother's legs jackknifed, which allowed his locomotive cock to further penetrate her buttery recesses. Her cuntal muscles pulled him down into her searing, aching, pink depths, creating an erotic undertow.
The nude mother's libido was palpable as she arched her figure to hedonistically accept the powerful, purposeful blows that Jim's manhood was delivering. Her hips moved in unison with his fuck rhythm, and for each downward stroke he delivered, she reciprocated with an upward push.
"Amy, mother! In all my years of having an ass, you are the finest." The hung lad declared," he said.
The sound of wet slapping flesh grew louder as Jim tightened his grip, and his passionate erection became more intense in Amy's pulsating nook. The young stallion began to sweat as Jim pounded on his mother like a barn door in a tornado. The sex became more explicit, and the meaty goodness of her son's cock was wonderful to the divorcee.
"My goodness, my darling! Damn me! Damn your mother! I just must have it! And it feels amazing on your member!"
Hayle, who was lounging on the lounger, was about to have her second orgasmic experience as the cocky redhead watched Jim bed Amy with obvious desire. Hayle's heated vagina was releasing juice, which pleased the randy therapist.
"Jim, fuck your mom! No way! Push on! She continued to urge her sexually explicit actions.
Amy and Jim's mating was so intense that it rivaled that of wild beasts. As he fucked her faster, she became more aroused, and she fucked back harder. Their grunts could have been recorded for a NatGeo special about gorillas. Ancestral and offspring, consumed by desire, simply could not get enough of each other.
Amy was utterly enamored with the sensation as Jim, the muscular lover, repeatedly thrust his hard, heavy cock into her succulent pussy. In a lascivious act, she clenched her tongue around his pumping cock and squeezed it for all its sensual value. She thrashed her head wildly from side to side on the bed.
My goodness, Jimny! Hey there, Jimny! Get a load of me! "Keep going!" she squealed. Keep on banging your momma forever!"
After a few more shoves, he finally had enough and pulled out his tool with a semi-loud "plop." His elongated prick, which was coated in her viscous honey, proudly exhibited itself, exposing Amy's gleaming twat.
Upon noticing this, Hayle's perceptive eyes widened in astonishment. She couldn't help but lick her lips in anticipation of her next orgasmic release as she rubbed herself in a circular manner, her focus shifting to her electrifying clitoral area.
Seeing a mischievous grin on her son's dashing face, Amy cocked her head and sent Jim an angry, bewildered look, her emotions a whirlwind of shock, hurt, and unmet desire.
"Oh, that's right," he said, and then he pushed his hardness back into her hungry gap with all his might.
"Oh no! And she let out a scream.
Forever, you insisted that I continue banging on you."
Amy threw her head back in shameless ecstasy as Jim, with newfound vigor and a conquering euphoria, began to pump her violently. His hips were a blur as he loved-tapped her womanhood with unyielding speed, sexual fury, and force.
"So, who's backing you up now?" Angry, he demanded.
She bounced off the bed as she attempted to respond, sounding like she had a stuttering problem at first. Eventually, she managed to annunciate, but at first, the writhing beauty couldn't answer.
No one but you! I mean you!"
"So, whose body is this lovely MILF of yours?""
I think you do!"
His last playful question was, "Who are you to you?""
Even in her libertine delirium, Amy knew she was verbally committing herself to her son, as he was literally planting his staff in her. She willingly and sincerely answered, even though her mind was so engulfed in lust that she would have identified herself as a Martian if it meant continuing to receive this superb and monumental lay.
Dear Jim, you are my son. Count me among yours!"
The son announced in his mind that the conquest was complete.
Yes, my lovely and seductive mother Amy, you are correct. You belong to me! "Rightfully so," he asserted.
In response, he eased up for a while, proceeded to screw for a while at a solemn pace, and then abruptly resumed pulverizing her cunt.
As the pace suddenly changed, the divorcee's head shot forward, her mouth agape, but she froze in shock. His arrogant grin and knowing gaze met hers, and he pushed her head back onto the mattress while she encircled his neck and drew his upper body into hers.
Jim was relieved since his forearms hurt and he made a sound like he had chronic obstructive pulmonary disease (COPD). He severed the kiss and rested his head on his mother's large breast, an activity that was extremely beneficial for his lungs and muscles.
Amy lowered her legs and planted her feet on the mattress, keeping her knees bent and spread, continuing to give his hard-charging cock uninterrupted access to her throbbing snatch. One of his muscles was moving like a pile driver and penetrating her with boldness.
Her orgasm, which had been building up for what seemed like an eternity, suddenly exploded from her loins and spread throughout her writhing, sensual body, causing her toes to curl and her fluids to flow forth like Niagara Falls.
"Dude, Jim! My member is cleaving. My mother is cuming! You're stimulating my climax!"
Jim hammered Amy viciously. His passionate cock excitedly and audibly pounded its satisfying contents into her ecstatic, gushing pussycat. The son was determined to make this an earth-shattering orgasm for his mom. The 21-year-old's upper body abruptly rose, as if by an alarm clock. He seized her generous hips and fucked his lusty, naked, orgasming mother like there was no tomorrow.
It was. Amy briefly worried she would pass out from the immense pleasure she was experiencing, but it was only due to the intense excitement of the moment and their reciprocal acrobatic body movements.
"Oh my, great d**d! Hey, Jimny! Inspiring me to do what?
Her son's reply cut short her fervent declaration.
Oh my goodness! Dear Mom! It's me, sumo!"
As she applied cream to smother his pulsating member, the first rope of thick, hot sperm emerged from his pulsating cock top and combined with her moist essence to form an incestuous mixture of sexual fluids. Then came a second, equally powerful spurt of jizz, and then a third, and finally a fourth.
"Ugh, arr! Into his mother's cunt, Jim ejaculated heavily, causing him to scream.
It was absolutely thrilling that Amy's lover, her son, was now reaching climax, and she was in the midst of a well-deserved orgasm.
"Oh no! Jimny! Ugh!" Let me have everything. Mommy, it's over! Mommy, it's over!"
The young hunk was overjoyed as he savored the sensation of cuddling and the pleasure of milking her other muscles, which brought him immense pleasure. The mixture seeped out of her opening, down her loins, and onto the mattress, leaving an expansive stain. Amy's insatiable cunt determined to consume each and every drop of the creamy substance.
To put it gently, their mutual climax was powerful.
Jim and Amy lay cross-legged, panting like two horses in the Kentucky Derby, covered in perspiration and other bodily fluids below the waist. The mother and son were enjoying their first love-making experience, cuddling, and were reluctant to break the taboo contact their bodies were sharing after having sex.
She gave out a disappointed groan as he gently enveloped her in an embrace, and in return, she planted an adoring kiss on his lips. His softer instrument had slipped out of her well-fulfilled wound.
"I love you, Jim."
"I love you, Mom."
Once again, they kissed gently, and before long, they were fast asleep in each other's embrace.
Later on, Amy roused herself from her nap as a result of a sense—an exciting sensation, similar to the one she had earlier in the day—of being eaten out once more. She sat up, her eyes closed, and grinned broadly.
Do you really think you can control your need to gnaw on Momma's pussycat? She posed the query.
The mischievous sensation caused her to roll over on the mattress like a cat in its most relaxed position.
"Umm, darling! The blonde let out a hiss before opening her eyes to survey her entire body.
Hayle, a nude psychologist, was positioned between the mother's spread thighs. Amy, a divorcee, snapped open her eyes as Hayle licked her cunt in painfully slow circles.
"Oh my!"
She flung her head back and sighed deeply as a surge of new sexual pleasure coursed through her entire body.
Amy was met with an intense stare from the therapist as she stood still and raised her head.
"I just couldn't wait to enjoy the taste of your pussy filled with your son's cum."
Hayle, her gaze fixed on the blonde, lowered her head, inhaled the pungent odor, and returned to the seductive art of drawing circles on Amy's pussy lips. Her chin already had a slight shine to it.
Amy was taken aback. She lowered her head back onto the bed, her mind unable to comprehend the fact that she had experienced a first-time event earlier in the day—having sex with her son—and now she was experiencing sex with another woman—also a first-timer. Eventually, she let go of her shock and focused on the pleasure that Hayle was providing her.
“Oh my goodness!" "It was miserable," the ex-spouse moaned.
As Hayle's lingua gracefully and sensually lapped at the parent's cunt, the latter's distended petals, brewing ambrosia, and lustful desire resounded. Amy, meanwhile, felt glowingly full breasts, nipples as hard as Chinese algebra, and a first girl-on-girl experience that she loved.
Oh my goodness, Hayle! What a lovely thing you do!"
Unlike Jim's method, which brought her oral sexual pleasure that she had long since forgotten, Hayle's leisurely approach had the mother's hands grabbing the nearest piece of bedcover and squeezing it tight from the start. The redhead's tongue painted slow, wet, feathery circles on the blonde's pussy.
She assumed it must have been a woman's touch.
In response to her lover's compliment, the steamy therapist once again lifted her head. Hayle's horniness, which had been reignited when she began to eat Amy after she and Jim went to sleep, was getting worse. As she watched her patient, Amy, a look of pure carnal joy spread across her face. Her enormous breasts, with hardened peaks, were moving up and down with her heavy breathing, and the counselor's own juices were fermenting.
"Thank you, Amy."
The blonde could smell the redhead's cunt cologne as Hayle, like a stalking panther, climbed up and over Amy's heated body. The two women stared at each other lustfully and hungryly as their lips met in an electric kiss, their mouths impatiently rolling and pressing against each other. The passion between the two women intensified as they shared the ambrosia of the divorcee.
During her passionate kiss to the incestuous mother, Hayle's hands instinctively gravitated towards Amy's ample breasts, which she delicately caressed and massaged. The breasts appeared to tremble with anticipation in her deft hands as she played with the erect nipples, tweaking and squeezing the enlarged peaks until Amy let out a low whimper.
"Oh! Oh! Of course! How delightful!"
Hayle nimbly lowered her mouth to her sore tit and eagerly sucked on it, consuming as much of the fleshy melon as she could while her other hand attended to the other breast. With a busy tongue flicking at the nipple and areolae, she kissed, lapped, and tasted as much of the breast as she could. The seductress then switched roles, palming the recently orally loved tit while sucking on the other one. Every inch of that mammary was covered in kisses and licks.
Hayle's adoration of Amy's bust made Amy gasp for air. The redhead dropped her jaw downward as their gazes locked once more. Her tongue slithered down the foxy blonde's flesh, beginning in her cleavage. Mother giggles as the doctor's tongue lingers momentarily in and around the belly button. Afterwards, it sank much lower.
Hayle licked and dabbed at the painful pubic region while her tongue was in it. On purpose, she slipped past Amy's clitoris. A second time, the tongue slithered over the sizzling crack before rolling out across the moist, full lips.
Amy pleaded with her, "Don't stop!" as her ample hips began to contort.
As part of her oral repertoire, the MILF began nuzzling Amy's crotch. In order to pet herself, she also placed a hand between her own open thighs. She was passionately caressing her own creamy, moist, seething pussy with her agitated fingers.
As the genital area grew hotter, the wild redhead skillfully scattered licks and small butterfly kisses all over. Hayle eagerly sucked on a bead of honey. Another layer of the acidic sap was applied to the redhead's frantic tongue since her throat was unable to process it quickly enough.
For nearly two years, Hayle had abstained from sexual activity with any woman. Her son and her profession had been able to contain both of her camps. When she brought mothers and sons together, she almost always succeeded in getting them screwed without engaging in any sexual activity herself. But her switch was flipped the second this scandalous couple entered her office. The doctor longed to be by their side, particularly with mom. They were both experiencing sapphic levels of pleasure now that Hayle was with her.
As Hayle's hungry tongue caressed her delicate, sticky titillation, Amy turned her head away to look at Jim. He was invisible to her. Shifting her gaze to the side opposite the servicing psychologist, she tilted her head to the left.
"Oh!" she cried out with nearly childish enthusiasm.
Her son was there. Several feet diagonally behind Hayle, he stood still, unclothed. His long, hard cock was slowly fisted as he watched her with rapt attention. The mother's son was watching and masturbating nearby, adding to her hunger for the incredible oral fulfillment she was receiving from the beautiful doctor.
She asked seductively, "You like what you see, my sexy son?"
Hayle failed to notice Jim's presence as she became engrossed in the pungent aroma of Amy and the delectable flavor of her pussycat. In response to the inquiry, she glanced over to see Amy beckoning Hayle to look behind her. It was the therapist. As Hayle watched young Adonis pound his flesh while staring at the all-girl performance, she licked her sticky lips in a sexual way. Upon witnessing the rigid, luscious member once more, she licked her lips for a second time.
"He's at a loss for words, Amy," she cheated and said.
Silent, he remained. Jim was captivated by the alluring MILF lesbians on exhibit. His beautiful mother was nude, her ample tits trembling as her bowed, split legs revealed her flaming, glossy, exposed cunt. Seated between those legs was the stunning therapist, who was also undressed. Grazing on his mother's bush had been Hayle's job as she bent forward. She embodied a dream come true as she rose to her feet and glanced over her shoulder at him. She had a voluptuous, beautiful ass. The combination of her long legs splayed and her continued use of red pumps gave her the appearance of a Bond girl.
His gaze betrayed his desire for both her and his mother, as well as for Hayle's own alluring, nude physique. As she witnessed his firmer grasp and faster pumping, a fresh surge of fluids emerged. Before returning to observe Amy's alluring pussycat, she cast him a sluggish glance. The seductive redhead exposed her butt by cocking her head forward, covering the slit with her mouth, and frantically swaying her luxurious butt to the left and right.
The touch of her new lover was different, Amy thought. The doctor's enthusiasm and fervor had increased as he devoured her breast. Her tongue was slicing a hasty gash over her lapis. As a result, both Hayle and Amy's arousal levels rose.
"Ah, fuck, Hayle!" she moaned as she injected the clinical mouth with her cream once more.
The hedonistic therapist grinned to herself, anticipating both the mother's answer and another syrupy basting from Amy's twat.
"Ash, is it alright if Jim fucks me?"
Just as the blonde was about to respond, Hayle's tongue rolled over the mother's eager clitter like a steamroller. Following several vigorous thrusts at the sexual pearl, Amy's legs arched into a V-shape.
She screeched at the mother, "Ugghhh-eeeee!"
"Not just us two," Hayle said with an air of quasi-professionalism. "I mean while I eat you."
Subtly, the redhead exhaled on the aroused clitoris. Because of this, the mother's hips heaved, and she nearly smacked the therapist's jaw with her sore crotch.
An ecstatic "Ohhhhhh!" escaped Amy's lips.
During this X-rated negotiation, Jim became rather enthralled.
As she continued to caress the sticky cunt of her patient with her fingers, the sexual tigress steadily thrust the anxious pearl with her tongue. After maintaining this dual attack for a short while, she ceased. Her digits drew back, and she ceased licking, her expression changing from shocked to bored as she gazed up at her mother. To tell the truth, Amy's twat was dripping less sap than Hayle's. She couldn't wait to round out the trio with the mother and son.
"Amy, is it possible for Jim to fuck me while I devour you?"
A ravishing pleasure had abruptly vanished, leaving the divorcee devastated, both physically and emotionally. Her breath was labored and laborious, and her disappointed gash throbbed as if trying to find the satisfying tongue and fingers it had lost. The pain was too much to bear.
"Hayle, would you like to fuck me, Jim?""
“Um, yeah," was his response, delivered with a strained voice. Would you be okay with that, Mom?"
"How adorable," the counselor thought.
Amy observed that Hayle had piqued her interest, then abruptly halted as a negotiating chip to get Jim to fuck her; her pussycat appeared to be wailing for the attention it had been denied.
"Permit me, please. To hell with you, my kid! Leave me alone and return to caressing my pussy, Hayle."
The fiery redhead nodded and responded, "Absolutely, Ash. "And I'm grateful," she said, pausing only to look back at her kid and snarl.
Jimny, I want you to fuck your new aunt. Come on over here!"
She freed her tongue and fingers from Amy's illogical grip just before she straightened up and exposed her posterior to Jim, her voluptuous cheeks swaying provocatively to both sides as if to call him.
Jim, who was positioned behind her, confidently grasped her ostentatious hips and began to prod his fiery, intense, and ecstatic genitalia into her velvety cunt. While his mother's butt was tighter and had fewer wrinkles, the young stud was enamored with Hayle's lush behind. Hayle's sexy rear, high in the air, sashayed in a way that made his hard pecker leap and bubble up some pre-cum. He sauntered over to her. Jim stood behind her, and the two of them began to prod their fiery, intense, and ecstatic genitalia into her velvety cunt.
The pain is excruciating! Hayle let out a lethargic groan.
Hayle, I'm sorry!" Jim yelled out as he felt her much tighter than his mom. Her pussy was so painfully tight, and it was a wonderful entrance for him. The slickness of her juices enticed him to penetrate even faster, but the ultra-snug fit and the desire to cherish this snugness won out. He delivered his precious dick, oh, so slowly."
Hayle paused her consumption of Amy in order to relish the moment and every inch of this vigorous, youthful, hard prick that was entering her. As Hayle positioned her head on the bed, precisely below Amy's groin, her delighted cuntal muscles contracted in preparation for the impending prod. Hayle turned to look into Amy's eyes.
What a marvel! The psychologist exclaimed to the mother, "You're doing an outstanding job!"
Watching her handsome son start to screw her new best friend made Amy, the horny parent, even hornier in her front-row seat.
After slowly sliding in, Jim's solid rod vanished entirely. Hayle's alluring butt touched his thighs. The muscular young man hit bottom in MILF pussy for the second time today. He let out a powerful exhale as the counselor's deliciously tight pussycat began to self-adjust and caress his dick.
"Hey, aren't you supposed to be devouring my mom's pussycat?" Jim asked with an air of pure need. "
There was no way her pussycat could take this loss as he started to remove his prick. She recalled how he had done the same thing to his mother.
"Yes! "You're right," she shyly confessed, covering Amy's oily privates with her mouth before returning her devotion to enjoying the delicious treat they shared.
"That's a good Aunt Hayle," he exclaimed with arrogance as he thrust his cock into her slit.
In addition to bringing a groan from the mother, the jolt pushed Hayle's face into Amy's crotch, where the redhead's nose brushed against the blonde's turgid clitoral area, and Hayle sobbed at the abrupt delivery of a rigid, lust-filled penis.
Unfalteringly, Jim sucked her behind. The passionate psychologist was experiencing intense pleasure on two fronts at once. She desperately tried to focus on the wet, arousing cunt she was slurping at, but she was also utterly amazed by the erotic wonderment of what Amy's son was doing to her own malnourished child.
As the alluring young man exerted pressure on her, she arched her back, allowing his dick to penetrate her further while her red hair fluttered in a provocative manner. This was exactly what the doctor ordered and required.
"Jim, oh my! Damn me! Pleasure me more! It is incredibly excellent!"
As he laboriously manipulated his erection within and beyond the pink, creamy groove, the son experienced an intense burning sensation throughout his entire being. He was extravagant in his motions, wailing away at Hayle's very approving cunt. His chugging prick was determined to satisfy the wet, excited confines of the therapist's goddesshood.
Turning on the young hunk, he felt his swaying balls bang against her ass as he fucked Hayle. However, it was nothing compared to seeing his beautiful mother only enjoying the tongue-lashing that the redhead was giving her delirious cunt. Jim's brain seemed sexually shocked as he heard his mother's groaning.
"Oh no! Oh! My name is Hayle! I'm getting really close! Have at me! Oh no!"
Jim clenched his grasp on Hayle's ample hips and thrust his swollen, rigid cock into her eager, lathered grasp. His sleek manhood tenderized her cunt from behind repeatedly. He poured on the sexual assault.
“Oh my! Oh! What the fuck!! Jim stuttered.
As the mother reached another orgasmic peak, Hayle felt obligated to seize Amy's bouncing posterior in order to regain control. Jim's royal fucking was sending the doctor's arousal soaring. After licking the brimming slit, the redhead would return to the coveted love button.
"Oooh wow!Ugh!" the parent yelled out.
Hayle had to halt her oral ministrations to swallow the maternal gush since Amy's cream was pouring down like a torrent.
Oh my goodness! It's me, ching! Oh my, I'm feeling quite aroused!"
Not long after the mother's scathing proclamation, Hayle's whole body began to quiver, catching the attention of even the hard-charging Adonis.
Oh no! My goodness! In a raspy voice, Hayle exclaimed, "I'm cumming too!""
The sight of his incestuous mother cumming to Hayle and her cumming to him was extremely exciting, and his big eyes lecherously studied the alluring spectacle of the two cougars indulging in orgasmic activity as he plugged into one of them.
"Jim, what a jerk! I am climaxing. What the fuck?"
The doctor's hips were swaying nonstop as she furiously pushed her ass back, her pussycat clinging desperately to the battering cock for one more honey glaze and to keep it there till the sexual crescendo ended.
Jim, who was still very much into his assault on the therapist, was as happy as a pig in shit, and the room smelt like a whorehouse during Fleet Week. The noise level was comparable to that of a pornographic film.
He kept up his strong, jolting pelvic thrusts until Hayle had finished her orgasm. Following that, he entered overdrive and began to fuck as if he had been prodded with a cattle prod. As expected, his own climax was getting close.
"Jeez! That's crazy! Hayle, Mom. I'm about to cephalize!"
As soon as Amy completed her crescendo, she leaped off the bed and knelt down beside her son and therapist. She observed in lascivious awe as Jim's glossy, hard dick slid ferociously into and out of the buttery crevice in Hayle's splayed body. The parents' ears were serenaded by wet, fleshy slapping sounds, Hayle's dwindling moans, and his guttural screams. As she watched the redhead's oils drain from her fucked hole, she licked her lips and grabbed her own breasts.
"Ugh! Wow!" A stud growled.
Amy placed her order with a lusty urgency, saying, "Give it to momma!" A spit in mommy's face!"
Jim yanked his cock out of Hayle's hands and aimed it at Amy's open, eager mouth, as per his mom's orders. Amy leaned in, taking in the sharp scent of the therapist's muff, and whorishly kissed the agitated member. She had barely gotten half of the illicit prick into her mouth when he unleashed his first round of spunk.
As soon as Amy felt the first lump of the thick, milky stuff touch the back of her throat, she reacted instinctively and began sucking on his penis like a Hoover vacuum, the muscles in her throat and mouth working fast enough that she could swallow his semen without choking.
"Oh my!" He let out an animalistic yell as he experienced the exhilarating sensation of discharging his seed into his mom's eager lips following a spectacular fuck.
She slurped lustfully on his spewing manhood, and he stared at Amy, savoring the sight of her glazed-over eyes and the shallowness of her cheeks. It aroused them both.
"Mom, suck my cock!" What the fuck!"
She dutifully followed with slurps and "Mmm's!""
The parent eagerly savored the flavor of her son's cock, which had been duly saturated in Hayle's fiery pussycat, and the forbidden nectar of her son's impending jizz. However, her mouth couldn't handle the jizz, and a large glob of cream dribbled out of her mouth, swiftly sliding down her chin. Another ivory stream dripped from the other side of her mouth and also rolled downward.
Another incredible erotic sight for the well-hung lad was seeing his beautiful, curvaceous mom sucking him like a 'pro' while he ejaculates in her mouth and some of his load drivels out of her mouth. Jim couldn't get over it. He threw his head back, ran his fingers through his hair, and was about to give Amy a randy compliment when he heard, "I can help with that."
Hayle moved around Amy to stand on Jim's thigh, her head resting on his. With a seductive smile, she motioned forward, and the clinical fingers turned the still-spewing prick toward her. A white rope got tangled up and fell to the ground before Hayle's tongue engulfed Jim's member. Now it was her turn to receive the surging emulsion.
As she sucked and swallowed, the licentious doctor manipulated his voiding manhood like a slurpee, causing her head to first roll around and then bob up and down.
"Oh my!and "Mmm!were her arrogant vocals.
After she felt that he had completed ejaculating, Hayle went nearer Amy, her lips taking his length and her throat savoring his creamy product, which was mingled with her own sap. She kept a lot of the delicious liquid in her mouth.
As he watched what was happening, the shocked son let out a drawn-out "Oh, fuck!""
As they moved closer, the divorcee cocked her head to receive. The counselor stuck her cream-lathered mouth on the blonde's. Amy experienced and delighted in her first sip of her son's jizz as it was expelled from Hayle's mouth. Hayle and Amy were sharing an open-mouth kiss and sharing his semen. Upon the therapist detachment from his cock, Amy's bloated face indicated that she had consumed a significant quantity of Jim's seed.
A matching "Hhhmmmm!" The kiss sent shivers down my spine.
The tongues and heads of Jim's mother and the redhead engaged in a sensual dance as they shared his cum. The taboo exchange was so intense, it could melt the sun. The women's gazes met, their lips moved in sync, and they sucked down the delicious ivory potion. The kiss didn't stop when the last drop was swallowed; Amy and Hayle continued speaking French for a little longer.
Hayle interrupted the kiss with a seductive smile, first aimed at Amy and then at Jim, as she felt content and gratified.
"You are both most welcome," the redhead said with a hint of pride.
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